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ROM fprightly Fletcher' looſe Confed rate Muſe, 
J unfiniſh'd Hints of theſe light Scenes wwe chuſe, 
For with ſuch careleſs haſte his Play was writ, 
So unperus'd each Thiught of ſtarted Wit; 
Each Weapon of his Wit fo lamely fought, 
That 'twou'd as ſcanty on our Stage be thought, 
A. for a midern Belle my Grannum's Petticoat. 
So that from th' Old we may auith Juſtice ſay, 
We ſearce cou'd cull the Trimming of a Play. 
All ecu'd be made on't is but Diſhabille, 
"Tis looſely light, all Falbala and Frille : 
No Set-areſs Morals form'd in't to affright you 
From the dear modiſh Follies that delight you. 
Unblufhing Vice in faireſi Forms may lurk, 
Nor fear the Smart of our keen Satyr's-Fert : 
Huſbands and Wives to ſeparate Joys may fleal, 
And mutual Rage their mutual Shame revedl ; 
Or more to top the Faſhion, fin in private, 
And mutual Guilt, their mutual Shame connive at : 
The flaming Beau may rattle through the Streets, 
And pay with Privilege the Tradeſ-man's Debts ; 
While Spouſe at home, whoſe Fandneſs has undone her, 
Her "Jewels pacuss for Sharpers Debts of Honour: 
Sharpers from Bubbles too Eſtates may find, 
And keep the Coaches that they ve rid behind. 
Our Chiefs abroad may mount the Winter Trench, 
While Grooms at home with Wagers back the French: 
Parties *gainſt Parties too may ſtrain the Laws, 
And each pretend their Country is their Cauſe ; 
When if their Murmurings ſecret Spring you trace, 
Tis who enjoys, not who acts wrong in place; 
For when diſputed Profit's not th) 4b, 
You fee bow nicely Points are bft by th' Opera. 
A 3 No, 
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No, faith! All forts of Men, and Manners may 

From theſe ſafe Scenes go unreprov'd away, * 
From late Experience taught, wwe flight th' old Rule 

Of Profit with Delight : This Play's— All Fool, | 
So-clear of Senſe, and garniſb d with Grimace, 

T het wijtly it depends for its Succeſs 
On dangling Bullock's Grin, and rinky's Face. 

But if thitr humble Jeſis ſoould fail to win ye, 

We beg ſome Grace for Sighier Cibberini. 


Dramatis Jerſonæ. 


ME N. 


Sir Oliver Outwit, - Mr. Pinkthman. 
Young Outæwit, Mr. Wilks. 
Cunningham, Mr. Booth, 
Sir Gregory Gooſe, Mr. Bullock. 
Samuel Simple, N Mr. Cibber » 
Sir Threadbare Gentry, | Mr. Pack, 
Priſcian, | Mr. Keene. 
WOMEN. 
Lucinda, Niece to Sir Oliver, Mrs. Olafßeld, 
Mirabel, Mrs. Porter. 
Go vernsſi, Mrs. Willis. 


Lady Gentry, | Mrs, Finch. 
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ACT IL. SCENE I 
SCENE Sir Oliver's Heoufe. 


Enter Sir Oliver Outwit, and Y. Outwit. 


IR, I'm no By, I have been at 

Age this Half-year. - 
Sir O]. Why then, Sir, you 
bare been fit to live by your 
| Wits theſe two Years 

8 — V. Out. Wits, Sir! 
Sir OI. Wits, Sir, ay, Wits, Sir! and a very good 
Allowance too; I fhall be ſorry to find I have ſpent 
my time in getting a Fool, thou know'ſt all I have 
was got by my Wits, And can'ſt thoa own thyſelf fo 
degenerate, as to tell me thou want'ſt Money at thy 
Years? Why, I never offer'd to tell my Father fo from 
a School-boy. | 

V. Out. You had very good Luck ſure, Sir; pray 
how did you live ? 

Sir O“. Why, as a Gentleman ſhould live, by my 
Wits, Sir, 7 

Y. Out. There are indeed a great many ſuch Gentle. 
men about the World, Sir ; but Men of Honour and 
Fortune call 'em Sharpers and Scoundrels. 

| A 4 Sir Ol. 
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Sir Of. *"Plhaw! ſome few rich Fools that have paid 
for their Experience of good Company may rail at 
em perhaps; (Loſers muſt have leave to ſpeak, you 
know :) but we that are wiſer know the Uſe and Value 
of-an Ingenious Man. | 

V. Out. Well, Sir, ſince you own you have made a 
plentiful Eſtate of your Ingenuity, I hope you will let 
your Poſterity be the better for't. 

Sir Ol. Ay, ay, that I will; why, thou ſhalt have 
my very original Receipt to make ſuch another For- 
tune by. | 

Y. Out. Pray let's hear it, Sir. 

Sir O/. Why, Sir, I had no ſooner bruſh'd into the 


World, but the frſt Degree | took in thriving, was to 


hay cloſe Intelligence for wenching ; cou'd give this 
Lord, or that rich Citizen a true Catalogue of all the 
Maidenheads between Charing-Cro/s and 4ldgatr, how 
many lay amongit Chambermaids, how many in the 
Exchange (tho' very few there, I muſt confeſs) ; and how 
many at the Boarding-School. 

V. Out. But, Sir, 
Pimping. 

Sir OI. Sirrah! I got many a round Sum by it, 
when my Father would not give me a Groat 
Then, Sir, I was in with all the top Gameſters, and 
when there was a fat Squire to be fleec'd, I had my 


in our Age this is called 


Office among them too; and tho” I fay it, was one of 


the neateſt Operators about Town. 

Y. Out. Why, this was turning downright Sharper, 
Sir. 
Sir Ol. Turning a Penny, Sirrah! I liv'd, I liv'd ! 
did not I live, Fool? I buſsled, I ftirred, I was as buſy 
25 a Bee; had all the World to rove in, and cull'd a 
Maintenance from every Flower; traverſe, make Honey, 
Sirrah; and when wou've taſted it, confeſs with me, that 
ſtolen Sweets are belt. | 

Y. Out. And was this your Courſe of Life, Sir. 

Sir OI Till I grew old and purſy, and then 1 
grew in Men's Opinions too, and Confidences ; then 
they began to put things call'd Executorſhips upon me, 
the Charge of Orphans, little harmleſs Animals, 5 
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I chuck d under the Chin, and bound out to Felt makers 
and Fiſhmongers, to make 'em loſe and work away their 
Gentry, 'diſguis'd their tender Natures with hard Cuſtom, 
and ſo in time brought em to an utter Ignorance of what 
they were born to. | 5 | | 
Y. Out. Well, Sir, ſuppoſe I ſhould get leave of 
my Conſcience to reſolve upon this Courſe-of Life, what 
Security have you, that I ſhall'nt make ev'n you the firſt 


Example of my Ingenuity ? | 


Sir OJ. Ah! do that, and thou'le win my Heart for 
ever: No, no, that were too great a Comfort to expect 
thou ſhould'ſt gull me: Alas! I'm a great way out of 
thy depth, I can't hope for that Bleſſing theſe three 
Years, 

V. Out. Since you provoke me, I'll try in two Hours 
for all that. [4/ide.] You'll part with nothing then at 
preſent, - Sir. 77 
Sir O7. Not a fingle Teſter. 

V. Oxt. If a Man ſhou'd aſk your Blefling, Sir, in 
this Humour, I ſuppoſe you'd refuſe him. 

Sir Ol. Let me but bear thou liveſt by thy Wits once, 
and thou ſhalt make thy own Terms with me. Let 
me firſt have a rroof, that if I ſhou'd give thee Land 
thou haſt Wit enough to keep it: If not, thou art no 


Son of mine———— Then prithee why ſhou'd 1 ſup- 
port thee? And now thou know'ſt my Humour — 
vaniſh, vaniſh, ——— and never let me ſee that un- 
comfortable Face of thine, till thou can't ſhew me a 
Shilling of thy own getting. 

V. Oat, Sir, Pll endeavour to deferve your good O- 
Pinion. [ Exit. 


Sir OI. The ſooner, Sir, the better Ah! if 
one cou'd' but recall Youth again, what a ſweet Fenny 
might a Man make of his Experience? But I'm too 
old now, and reduc'd, 1 fear to the laſt ingenious 
Exploit, I ſhall ever be able to go through with: If 
I can'marry my Niece to Sir Gregery Geofe, and by that 
means ſecure one Fourth of her Fortune to my own uſe, 
which he has compounded for; I'll e'en ſhake hands 
with the World, give over Buſineſs, ard wen I can 

F.: | cheat 
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cheat no longer, turn honeſt, and fall faſt aſleep in 
my great Chair. | 


: | F Enter a Servant. 1 
Serv. Sir, here's Sir Gregory Gooſe deſires to ſpeale 


with you. | 
Sir Ol. Shew him up, IIl wait upon him in an Inſtant; 
| TY ESRD INT | [ Exit. 
Enter Sir Gregory Gooſe, and Cunningham. 


Sir Greg. Well, dear Cunningham! I wiſh I may 
never laugh again, if thou art not the pleaſanteſt Com- 
2 that ever Gentleman took a fancy to — 

rithee go on with thy Story, for I durſt lay my Life 
thou wipeſt this fooliſh Knight's Noſe of his Miſtreſs 
at laſt. Prithee go on. 

Cun. Did ever Gudgeon bite ſo greedily ? And ſo, 
Sir, as I told you, finding myſelf deſperately in love 
with this Lady, and ten thouſand times more ſo, when 
T heard ſhe was to be married to another; I ſaw at laſt 
there was no hope of my ever ſpeaking a word to her, 
but by even tacking myſelf as a miſerable Companion 
to the impertinent Coxcomb, that I knew was defign'd 
for her Huſband, | 

Sir Gr:g. Ha, ha! Well, I ſwear that was ſo archly 
contriv d: What, and ſo this coxcombly Fool of a 
Rival took thee along with him to viſit her ! ha, ha, 
hal 
Cun. I vow, Sir Greeery, your Apprehenſion is ſo 
quick, there's no ſurpriſing you with any thing. 

Sir Greg. Ha, ha! I knew I ſhou'd ſmoak the Jeſt ; 
but that ſenſeleſs Rogue of a Rival, that cou'd think 
a Man of thy Ingenuity wou'd keep company with a 
Fool for nothing. 11 

Can. Right, Sir, but if there were no Fools, you 
know, half the Wits of the World wou'd be ſtarv'd. 

Sir Greg. Faith ! and that's true again ; and therefore 
what a Comfort it is when we ingenious Men take a 
friendly Care of one another But here comes the 


old Knight my Uncle in Law. 


Enter 


* 
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| Enter Sir Oliver. 
Sir Ol. Sir Gregory Gooſe, I am your moſt humble 


Servant : Is this Gentleman your Friend, Sir ? 
Sir Greg. I am his Friend, Sir Oliver, and that's 


much at one, you know. 


Sir OJ. Sir, he's welcome May I crave his 


Name? | 


Sir Greg. Young. Cunningham, a Norfolk Gentleman, 


1 one that has lived among our Family of the Goo/es 


ever ſince I can't tell how long; we all ſtrive to have 
bim; between you and IJ, Sir, he's ſuch a devilifn 
pleaſant Cur of a Wit, that ſome of our Name have 


gone to Law for him and now it happens to 


be my Turn to have him: Not but, as moſt Wits: are, 
he's conſumed chargeable, tho' I can part with him 
when I have a mind to it ; T only uſe him at preſent by 
way of giving myſelf an Air or fo, till my Marriage is 
over, and then T'll have nothing to do with Wit as long 
as I live. Well, but where's this Niece of 
yours, old Uncle in Law, that ſhall be? When will ſhe 
be viſible ! for you don't ſuppoſe I'll buy a Pig in a 
Poke ſure. Prithee let's ogle her a bit. | 

Sir Ol. You'll pardon my Caution, Sir, ſhe has been 
us'd to reſtraint ; had ſhe been eaſy to be ſeen perhaps 
you had never ſeen her: there's many a beggarly Thing 


call'd An't like your Honour, many a poor Lord that 


4 
i 
] 
? 


lies in wait for her, and then ſlap, at the firſt Daſh ſhe's 
a Counteſs, and undone ; it has been many a poor young 
Woman's Misfortune ! This whets him to her. [A. 
Sir Greg. O law! What is ſhe ſo cruel handſome 
then? Dear Sir, pray let's clap. up the Weddivg im- 
mediately : Are you ſure ſhe is not ſtolen already ?— 
Hark! hark! | | 
Sir OJ. What's the matter? 
Sir Greg. Every Coach that goes by, as I'm alive, 
goes to the Heart of me: Are you ſure ſhe's in the 
Houle, Sir? * | 
Sir OJ. That Doubt, Sir, ſhal! be eas'd immediately 
_ Who's there! Deſire my Niece to walk 
hither And now I think on't, Sir Gregory you 
ſaail 
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ſhall give her a Taſte of our Wit before you ſee her, 
we']l have a little Sport with her. F 
Sir Greg. O dear, how, pray? Pray let's have it, for 
T love Sport cruelly. . | 
Sir Ol. Why thus, Sir, when my Niece comes in, 
you ſhall hide behind the Arras, and I'll preſent your 
| Friend to her in your ſtead, if your Friend will- do us the 
Favour to ftand for you. 
| Sir Greg. *Pſhaw! He ſhall ſtand for any thing, why 
. bis Supper lies in my Breeches here; by this Light he 
ſhall faſt elſe. 
| Sir Ol. Then, Sir, when he has ſpoken the Pro- 
; logue to your Love, up flies the Curtain, and out ftart 
[| you the very Play itſelf ; how will the be dazled then; 
6 how: will ſhe bluſh, and frown, and ſmile again, then 
laugh, and own herſelf to be wooed, and won victori- 
Ouily. 1 
Sir Greg. Well! I'll ſay it, this will be the curiouſeſt 
Fun in the World. ; 
1 Sir Ol. Hiſt! Here ſhe comes 
1 Sir KY 
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To your Poſt, 


1 Sir Greg. O lay ! Now ſhall I bite wy Lips through 
for fear of laughing. [ Exit. 


Sir Ol. I am given to underſtand you are a Wit, Sir. 
Cur. T am one that Fortune ſhews but ſmall Favour 
to, Sir. 
Sir OI. Good 
taken with a Wit, Sir. | 
Cur. Fowlers catch Woordcocks ſo: Don't ſhew a Wit * 
your weak Side, Sir. my, 6 
Sir Ol. Hah! a ſwart Fellow, faith, be'ad rather 1 
loſe his Dinner than His Jeſt I fay, Sir, I love a 
Wit the beſt of all things. j 
Cun. Always except yourſelf, Sir, N 
Sir Ol. Hah ! he has bobb'd me twice now, all in a 
Breath. But here comes my Niece——you know your 
Buſineſs with her. 1 
Cun. With a Woman, Sir, tis e'en the very ſame it 
was five thouſand Years ago; no Fool can mils it. 
Sir OI. Mum. 


And to tell you the trath, I am 


SA . 8 ag 
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Enter Niece and Governeſs. 


Niece, you muſt give me leave to recommend this Gen - 
tleman to your AtteCtion. 
Cun. Don't mock me, Fortune. [ fide. 


Sir Ol. How do you like him — Hum, hum. 
[ Laughs. Afide. 

Niece. What means this Riddle, Canningham ? [ Afide. 
As he is your Choice, Sir, I can't but give him wel- 

Sir Ol. To her, to her, Man Ha, ha! 

Cun. | hope, Madam, your Goad-nature will put à 
right Conſtruction on this Attempt to fee you, tho had 
I time to tell.you how, you'd find it more my Fortune's 
doing than my Forwardnels. 

Niece. IJ muſt humour this, to find the . Riſe on't. 
[Hfide.} As you are my Unkle's Choice, Sir, I give 
you a ſincere and hearty Welcome: What he commands 
me I ſhall ever cheatfully dbey. . 

Can. You heard he did command you. 

Sir OJ. Ha, ha! the Rogue does it rarely. 

Niece. And therefore, Sir, I yield my Hand 

Can. Your Lip- — [ Kiſſes. her. 

Nce. And may in time my Heart. ¶ Ae her Hand. 

Sir OI. Hold, hold, Sir, your part goes a little too 


far ——=—not ſo feelingly. 


Cun. My Joys are Mockeries——— ——doubly fo I 


fear: for all ſhe ſaid might be as well the Act of her 


Obedience, as real Inclination———If ſhe has Love, I 
have a Thought will ſearch it. [ Afade. 
Sir OI. Ha, ha! Well, Niece, and ſo you really: 
think him a very pretty Fellow ? 
NMiece. Sir, from my Heart I thank you for him: Had 
my own Eye been ſet at liberty to make a publick Choice, 
it cou'd not have done more to pleaſe my Heart, than 


your Indulgence has. 


= 


Sir Ol. Nay then, Girl, what wilt thou ſay, when 
I ſhew thee him I've really choſen Alas] pcor 
Niece ! this is but the Scabbard of the Man I mean for 
thee ; but now I draw the ſhinning Blade, ſhall glit- 
ter in thy Eyes, and pierce thee thro”, 


Niece, 
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Niece. What mean you, Sir ? a 
Sir O/. What ho! Sir Gregory ! Approach my Lad of 


Enter Sir Gregory, firutting. 


| Sir Greg. Who calls me? 
| . Nzece. What Motion's this! What Limber jointed 
| Baby ! Why he moves by Wires, Sir ! a meer Wooden- 
Tumbler. I have ſeen Children play with ſuch. 
1 Sir O/. Don't be a Fool, I tell you this is the Gen- 
l tleman. 
i » Niece. This! Fie, Sir! When I was a Girl you us'd 
to bring me home a prettier Huſband than this upon the 


[ Outſide of a Sugar-Cake. 

1 Sir O/. Is the Devil in thee Speak to her, 

il Sir Gregory, - 

- Sir Greg. Ay, now you ſhall ſee, I'll fetch her about 1 
1— 5 | 


preſently, Madam, I 
Nzece. Wou'd you ſpeak with me, Sir? 
Sir Greg, Speak with you, Sir ! 
Niece. Have you any thing to ſay, Sir? 

- Six Greg. Hoity Toity ! You are ſo ſnap, and fo 
ſhort, Forſooth : why what a duce do People uſe to 
ſpeak to Folks, and have nothing to ſay to 'em ? 

- Niece. Nay there are ſuch Fools, Sir, but perhaps 
you are of another fort : But, however, let me hear 
what you have to ſay, and if I don't give you a very 
particular odd fort of an Anſwer, fay | am no Woman: 

Come, come, let's hear what you have to ſay ? 
Sir Greg. Bibble, Babble, why your Tongue runs ſo 
faſt, Madam, that you won't let me put in a Syllable. 
Niece. Who I, Sir, I am dumb. 

Sir Greg. Why then I fay, Madam 
. Niece. I know what you wou'd ſay, Si. 

Sir Greg. What the Devil ! before I open my Mouth, 
Nicce. Why then Sir, to pleaſe you, I do not know 
what you wou'd ſay. 

Sir Greg. Very well! Why then I fay that a——— 
Fgad I don't know what I was going to ſay myſelf 
ROW. . | 


Sir 
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Fir Ol. Don't provoke me, Huſſy, for once more 1 
tell you this is the Gentleman.” | 
Niece. O pray Sir, don't impoſe on me ſo groſſy: 
This is the Man, l'm ſure,” you really mean for me. 
Sir O/. Oons! you won't perſuade me out of my 
Senſes, will you ? ; | 
Cu. Now to try her home. [4frae. 
' Niece, Look you, Uncle, I will allow you have Wit, 
and manage a Jeſt as well as any Man of your Years ; 
but when an Humour grows ſtale, you know, you ſhould 
really give it over. | | | 
Sir O/. What the Devil ſhall I do with her? 
Cun. [To the Gov.] I never ſaw Comlineſs and Good- 
Humour join'd before. | 
. Gov. Nay, dear ſweet Sir, how can you offer theſe 
Words to an old Gentlewoman ? | | 
* Niece. Sir, if you are not buſy ————{[To, Cun. 
. Gov, Why how now, Boldface ! Is that your Man- 
ners to interrupt a Gentleman when he's private. 
Niece. Sir — | 
Cun, Away Fifteen, here's Fiſty-one's worth Fifteen 
hundred of thee. | 
Gov, Why, get you gone, I ſay Theſe giddy 
Girls are {o vam, there's no giving em a reaſonable 
Anſwer, 8 | 
Cun. Ay, ay, give me Years and Underſtanding, the 
Impertinence of Youth's intolerable: Come, come, 
ne'er diſguiſe it, I know you are a teeming Woman 
yet. | 
Gov. Ay, in troth, a handſome young Gentleman 
might do much, 1 think, Sir. 2 41 
Cu. Did not | tell you fo? - "OY | 
Gow. And I ſhou'd play my part, I believe, or I 
were ungrateſu. | | 
Nicce. This Neglect's intolerable. [4fde.) I will 
move him or remove him———— Sir x 
Can. Your Pardon, Madam 
buſy. | 
br Niece. Infolent——oo—— Tam not even with 
m- — | | 2 


I'm really a little 


Sir 
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Sir Ol. Why, did not I tell thee, Child, this was 
none of thy Gentleman ie we have nettled the 


Sir Greg. Ay, Madam, was not you told before, 
that I was the Perſon that you were to ſet your Heart 
upon ? 

Niece. Sir let me aſk a thouſand Pardons. "T'was the 
Error of my Obedience, not my Judgment. Pray let 


me view the Gentleman nearer, Unkle, I fcarce have 


ſeen * wt I only humm'd him over at firſt, as Law- 
yers do a Bill in Gancery. Where were my Eyes! 

my Life a bandſame Gentleman: agreeable, ans I 
diſtincily read him. | 

Sir Greg. [Strutting.] tum, tuch. [Srngs. 

Niece. Say he be a little too ſhambling in his Gait, 
a Dancing- Maſter will ſoon bring that to an eaſy Negli- 
gence, that all yaur fine Gemlemen are ſo fond of: 
Well dreſs'd, ſtrait Limbs, and two manly Calves, 
(if they are but his own) that look as if they wou'd not 
ſhrink at the r.inth Child. 

Sir Greg. Tum, tum, dum. 

Nicce: A Voice too, ſurprizing ! 

Sir Greg. Tum, tum, dum. | Louder, 

Niece. Where was my Judgment ? 

Sir Greg. Tum, tum, dum. 

Mice. Well, I ſhall. be the happieſt Woman . 
ing. Pray, Sir, make my peace with him: I am un- 
der all the Confukon in the World, to think 1 cou'd 
receive him ſo rudely. 

Sir Ol. D'ye hear, Sir Greg? D'ye hear ? D'ye 
hear? all's over; ſhe begs your-pardon ; Stick- to her ; 
Cloſe, cloſe, you Wag, and don't give her a Moment's 
time to cool again. 

Can. [Afide.) Confuſion ! but to ſhew my ſelf con- 

cern'd might ruin me. 

Sir Greg. Madam, I am the very humbleſt of your 
Foot- Balls;; and I wiſh J may never be married, Ma- 
dam, if I am not ſorry for your ſorrow : But if ever I 
truſt that old Gentleman's Wit, to play the Fool with 
any Miſtreſs of mine again, I'll give you leave to call 
me a Rhinocerat. And now we are Friends, Madam, 
| let's 


- 
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let's eden join Hands, and revenge our ſelves upon that 
Rogue Cunningham, that had like to have ſet us together 
by the ears: I'll ſpoil his Markets with the old Gentle- 
woman, I warrant you. 

Niece. With all my heart, Sir. 

Sir O/. Well, Sir, do you thrive? How goes your 
Suit forward ? 

Cun. Soft and fairly, Sir, —I'm taking meaſure 
for the Widow's Mind, and hope to fit a Man to it - 
ſhortly. 

Gov Who wou'd have dreamt of young Morſel at 

this time of Day ? to ſee how unlook'd for Things will 
happen. 
Sir Greg. Widow, don't truſt him; Widow, he's a 
younger Brother ; he will ſwear and lye like a French- 
Gazette; he has not one Shilling in the World, and lives 
upon his Impudence, like an O&/erweter, 

Gov. And TI tell you, Sir, he brings more Content to 
a Woman with that Nothing, than he that brings bis 
Thouſands with a falſe Heart. 

My Give you Joy of your good Fortuna, Sir, 

„ ba! 

Sir OJ. And pray, Sir, make my Houſe your own ; 
I ſee-you are a Man of Wit, Sir, and I honour you. 

Cun. Sir, I thank you Come Widow, now, 

Zo cloſer Converſe let's retire, 
And rake the Embers of Deſire. | Exeunt. 

Nicce. So! he's reſolved to ſtand it, I ſee. [ Exit. 


Enter V. Outwit, Sir Threadbare Gentry, aud Priſcian. 


Y. Out. Are we all fit ? 

Sir Thr. To a Hair, Sir. | 
Y. Out. Are you perfect, Doctor Priſcian? | 
iriſ. Ad unguem, Domine, 

Y. Out. Very well; but will your Conſcience bate 
nothing, ſay you, of a whole Share for your Wile, 
while the does nothing for't ? | 

Sir 7 br. Look you, Sir, my Wife's ready, had ſhe 
been called, and, like a Soldier, expects her Pay, whe- 
ther ſhe fights or not. : | 


Pri/. Faith for theſe five Years, Ego pofſum probare, 
I 


\ 
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J have had a hungry ſtarving Share with 'em, and ſhe has 
always had an equal Share with me. 

Y. Out What! Preſent, or net preſent ? 

Priſ. Refidens, aut non refid:ns, per fidem. | 

Y. Out. Prithee, my Dear Propria que maribus, hold 
your. tongue, or I'll depoſe you from half your ſhare 
preſently: Tho' your hic & hec Turpis, & qui mihi 
Diſcipulus Brains, (that never got any thing but by Ac- 
cidence and Uncettainty) allow'd her ſhare, muſt I do 
it, that bring you grounded Concluſions of Wit; heredi- 
tary Rules for my Father to get by ? 

Sir Thy, Sir, if you talk till Domeſday, my Wife 
muſt have her ſhare. 

V. Out. The Rogues find I can't do without em, 
and I muſt comply. 

Sir Thr. Are you content ? 

V. Out. I muſt be, it ſeems ——Odfſo! here comes 
my Father. Priſcian, you beg frt ; take care you don't 
blunder now, for he has ſome Ends of Latin, I can tell 
you— but don't fear him; if I find you are ſtuck, 
II pop in to relieve you. [Exit. 


Enter Sir Oliver, and Sir Gregory. 


Sir Ol. Pſhaw, Nephew, (for ſo I'll venture to call 
you now) if you have met with no greater Diſcourage- 


ment than what you mention, your Buſineſs is done, Sir, 


me's your Ww n. | 

Sir Greg. Faith, Sir, I told you the worſt; for [I 
put her fairly to't, and felt her, as far as I durſt, and 
her ſtrongeſt Repulſe was, that ſhe ſaid ſhe wiſh'd there 
were a little more of the Soldier in me, that, upon oc- 
caſion, I might have Courage enough to, beat a Raſcal, 
for putting her into a Lampoon, or ſo. 

Sir O/. O that's but reaſonable— why you are 
ſtrong enough to break a Head, I believe. 

Sir Greg. Why, Faith, I believe I cou'd, if a Fellow 
were to ſtand fair, and I were pretty ſure he wou'd not 
firike again. : 

Sir OJ. Can't you practiſe a little upon a Tavern- 

Drawer, or a Box-keeper at the Flay-Houſe ? 


Sir Greg, O no! hang em, they are ſuch filver- 
. tongu'd 
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Tongw'd Rogues, there's no fixing a ſingle ſaucy Word 
upon 'em: But if Courage were to be fold, I'm fare [ 
have a Heart that wou'd give as much for't as e er a 


Gentleman that blows. | 
Sir O/, Breaths, breaths, that's the proper Phraſe, 


1 Ir. 

* Sir Greg. Blows, I fay, blows for a Soldier, Sir 
Sir Ol. Ay, far a Soldier, I grant you. 

' Sir Greg. Slid I'll ſwallow a whole Buſhel of Bullets, 
and good round ones too, but I'll have ſomething of the 
Soldier in re. | 

Sir Thr. Will you on and beg, or ſteal and be hang'd ? 

Sir Greg. A li:tle of the Scholar too, ſhe hinted ; but 
Titold her, Learning was not a thing for a Gentleman to 
trouble his Head about. 

Priſ. Salvete Domini benigniſſimi, mumi ficenti mi. 
Sir Ol. Salvete dicis ad nos? Jubes te ſalvere. 
Nay, Sir, we have Latin in us, and other Metal too: 
Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee me talk with this Fellow. | 

Sir Greg. Ad! 1 cou'd find in my heart to talk 
with him too, if I cou'd but underſtand him. 

Prif. Chariffimi doctiſſimique Domini, ex abundanti4- 
caritatis veſtræ, eftote propitii in me jejunum, pauperem, 
miſerum, & omni conſolatione exulem. 

Sir OJ. Upon my Faith, Sir, a very deep Scholar! 
but I'll to him again. tes © | 
Sir Greg. Pray, Sir, does he beg or ſteal this Lan- 
; guage? or what? why he may call one Fool, for ought 
> TI know, and a Man never the wiſer. 

Sir OJ. He begs, he begs, Sir. bY 

Priſ. Ecce Domine; Ecce in oculis lacrymarum flumen, 
in ore fames, fitiſque, & in omni parte neceſſitas & indi- 

entio, 

Sir Of, Audi tu bones focins : tu es ſcholaſticus, fic in- 
telligo. Ego faciam Argumentum Now mind, Sir, 
| now I'll fetch him up, you ſhall ſee——A hum, a hum. 
> Sir Greg, Well, I have been fetch'd up an hundred 
times for this, and yet cou'd never learn half ſo much. 

Sir Ol, Audi, & reſpond: ; hoe ft Argumentum ! No- 
men oft Nomen, ergo, Quod eff tibi Nomen? Re/ponde nune 
| um, hum Reſponde Argumentum mum. 


N ow 1 Put him to't, Sir. Y. Out. 


20 The Rival FooLs. 


v. Out, [Peeping] Step in, ſtep in, the Raſcal's out . 


his penn'd Speech, and can go no farther. 

Sir Ol. Car non reſpondes, Domine ? 

Prif. Oh! Dominc, tanta mea eft Miſcria. 

Y. Out. O! he's in again, 

Pri/. Ut nocte mecum pernoctat Egeſtas, luce quotidit 
paupertas habitat. 

Sir Ol. Sed quod e tibi Nomen ? & guis dedit, reſpond: 
Argument un 

Pri/. A hem, a hem. | 

V. Out. He's dry, he hems again, on quickly. 


Euter Sir Threadbare. 


Sir Thy. Courteous Gentlemen, if the Brow of a mi- 
litary Face may not be offenſive to your generous Eye - 
balls, let his Wounds ſpeak better than his Words, for 
ſome ſmall Branch, or the leaſt Sprig of Charity to be 
Planted upon this poor barren Soil of a Soldier. | 

Sir Ol. Why, how now! What, Arms and Arts both 
go a begging ? 

Sir Greg. tray, let me give em ſomething, and be 
gone ; for if any Diſpute ſhou'd happen among us, I 
am able to anſwer neither of em: for this Iron and 
Steel Tongue of his is full as crabbed to me as t'other's 
Latin. | | | 

Sir O/. Stay, ſtay, Sir, I'll talk with 'em a lit de krſt: 
let me alone with em, lil examine both, III ry whe- 
ther they live by their Wits or no. | 

Sir Greg. Ay! if ſtarving be living, you may ſee 
they do. | 

Sir OI. And what? Do you both beg together then? 

Priſ. Conjunctis minibus freficte, Lomine. 

Sir Tr. With equal Fortunes, Sir, equal Diſtribu- 
tion, there's not the breadth of a Sword's ioint uneven 
in our Diviſion 

Sir Greg. Well! to ſee what two rich Qualities are 
here caſt away upon two poor Fellows]! ad | warrant 
if a Man cou'd buy theſe Creatures now, and might 
but kill 'em, and boil 'em down to a Jelly, and take a 
Porringer of em faſting every Morning, they wou'd {0 
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ken: one's Underſtanding, that in a Month's time- 


" one might be fit for a Biſhop, or a General. | 


+ Six. OL, Come, Sir, join your Charity with mine, and 


we'll make em up a couple of Pence between us, 


Sir Greg. Why, if a Man cou'd but have a Penny- 


worth for his Penny, I did not care how much I laid out 
with em. (197% 


7 troubleſome there's no-paſling the Streets for em. 


v. Out. Save you, Gentlemen! Theſe Beggars are ſo 


Sir Thr. Generous Sir, do not deſpiſe our Miſery, we. 
were not born to beg! | 

Prif. Ante obitum fœlis nemo, ſupremaque Futa. 

V. Out. Pray, Gentlemen, what are they? 

Sir O]. Faith, Sir, as you ſee, Mars and Mercury, a 
couple of poor Planets that Jupiter has turm d out of theit 
Sphere to live by their Wits, and we were juſt about a 
Spark of Charity to kindle 'em a new Fire. | 

Y. Oat. Hold, Sir! not but I commend your Defign, 
but wou'd not have your Charity abus'd by the Unde« 
ſerving. Which is he that profeſſes the Soldier ? 

Sir OJ. He, Sir, that has liv'd to ſhame the World 
with his Profeſſion, witneſs the dangerous and unre- 
warded Life he has led in it theſe pair of half ſcore 
Years. | 

Y. Out. In what Service have you been 
pardon my Interruption, Gentlemen ? | 

Sir O/. Pray go on, Sir you ſeem. to under. 


You'll 


ſtand em. 


Sir Tr. The firſt Service, Sir, that Alufht me a Soldier, 
was that memorable Battle at Alcazar in B-rbary, where 


the noble Eng/i/> Stukely fell; and where that royal Por- 
Iugueze Sebe flian ended his Life: | 


V. Out. Um! This can be no Counterfeit. 
Sir O/. I don't think you'll find him one, Sir. 
V. Out. But, Sir, methinks you don't ſhew the Marks 


of a Soldier! Have you brought home no Scars to be 


your Chronicle? 

Sir , Sir, I have Wounds, and many, but in thoſe 
Parts where Nature and Humanity bids me bluſh to ex- 
pole 'em. 

Y. Out. Come, Sir, I'll try your Scholar too; I'll 
| ſee 


= 
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ſee if he has Learning enough to deſerve his being poor 


- the Chief, as Hebrew, Syriack, Greek, Latin, and. 12 
forth. 
Priſ. Aliguantulum, non totaliter,, Beads. | 
Sir Ol. Nay, Sir, I have try'd him deep in the Latin; 
and indeed find him very well grounded very well 
ounded. | 


V. Out. Then, Sir, I'ltouch doe. le in de Greeks 4 


Toia Minis Fatherois Oldfooleros Afiniſey. 
Priſ. Kai Yonkeres filligons e- 
Y. Out. Cheateron ton hiton? 
Priſ. Tous Pollous Parfos Pickpockettos. 
L. Out, Upon my Credit, Sir, a very great Maſter 
of the Greek, 
Sir O/. Why, I ſee it, Sif,—There's a Bottom in 
him, the Man's deep. 
v. Out. I'll only trouble your Patience with à little 
Syriack, Sir——and then. 
Sir OJ. O pray, St—— 
V. Out. Kircom ſhag a du mat hell bedaſs Bragmen. 
Pri Haſhagath, Rebgabeſb fſhobeth, Onoriadka. 
V. Out. Colpaci, Rubaſca, gnawerthem fhighag. 
— * A, 3 Catbemech Na 


Y Out. Gentleman, I have done ; if any Man can 


g0 farther, I confeſs my ſelf at a Nonplurs 
Sir Greg. Not I, faith, Sir, I was at my Top in ha- 


neſt old Engliſh, I was never Double tongued, I ok | 


my hard Fortune. 

V. Out. Faith, Gentlemen, tis pity. (ſtand away a 
little, Friend,) I ſay, tis pity. Fellows ſo endow'd, ſo 
qualified with the Gifts of Nature and Arts ſhou'd have 


ſuch a ſcarcity of Fortune's Benefits; is it not a Reproach, | 


think you, a ſhame to this Iron hearted Age? 
Sir Ol. Tis ſo indeed, ard a thouſand pities Men af 
| their arts ſhou'd want When | do a Thing, I love 
to do it handſomely Come, Sir, here's my Groat. . 
F. Ot. For what, Sir? 
dir O7. Sir, 1 love to bon * rewarded. 


You have the Languages, I preſume, Sir; I mean K 


V. Os, 


le 


with your Duſt 
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v. Oat. With a Groat, Sir? O] give em nothing, a 


" thouſand times rather give em nothing: For my part, I 


own their Misfortunes have touch'd me deeper, and tho 
I have little but my Wits to live by Here,. Friends, 


here's half I have in the World for you; four Angels to 


guide you to your Lodgings; a poor Gentleman's Good- 
will at leaſt. | 

Priſ. Ah! Gratias benigniſſime Domine, gratias quam 
tas poſſum maximas habeo. [Seems to weep. 


Sir Ol. Sir Greg. This is but an indifferent Example 


'for us. | 


Y. Out. Let me not live if the-very. Joy of. their-Re- 


lief does not draw the Tears into their. manly, Eyes! I 


can't bear the ſhock. Here, Gentlemen, there's. the 
Teſt for you, take Purſe and all, I'm ſorry 'tis not full to 
ſerve you. | 1 | 
Sir OJ. We ſhall be undone! Now. where's my Wit ? 
Sir Greg. Puh] Fox of Wit! when a Gentleman has 
Money; there, you ingenious Curs you, there's the De- 
vil and all for you——Come, come,. Sir Nunkle, down 
I have given 'em five Pieces, 


I know the 


Sir O/. Why, then there's as many 
Value of a Man of Wit, Sir. 

Sir Thr. May Soldiers ever defend ſuch Charities. 

Pri/. And Scholars pray for their Encreaſe: 4 
Sir O/. They may pray for you, Sir, you have mend- 
ed the Scholars Commons to day, I believe —But hark 
you, Sir, you ſaid you liv'd by your Wits; I can tell 
you if yo are often troubled with theſe Fits of Bounty, 
you'll ſtarve by your Underſtanding. 

V. Out. I can't think ſo, Sir; the Seed of Virtue ne- 


ver wants its Harveſt—— Gentlemen, your humble Ser- 


vant. | i [Ex. Z. Out. 

Sir Greg. Faith, Sir, I only gave mine to give wy 
ſelf an Air lor betacen you and I, a Man had as 
good light of a reaſonable Thief, as a Beggar of unrea- 
onable Mitery. 


Re-enter V. Outwit. 


Odſo! Here comes the Gentleman again, and I fancy tis 


to beg his Half back again. 
Sir Ol. 
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1 Sir Ol. Like enough! Sharp's the Word! we'll have © 
| half ours too. | 

1 V. Out. Dye hear, Friends ——T muſt beg your par- l 
| don, here's a ſmall Gold Crown, that lay conceal'd in q 
| my Fob, that I had like to have wrong'd you of but { 
| now you have all, I can affure you. | 
| Sir O/. Ahum! hum! Bruſh off, Bruſh off, this Fel- 

low's bewitch'd. | 
Sir Greg. O ſilly ſhallow-brain'd Cur ! 7 
ts [Exit Sir Oliver and Sir Gregory. x 

Sir 7 þr, So, here's ten Pieces for a Breakfaſt, Boys. 

V. Out. Plhaw! a Trifle! a By-blow, only for Mirth's 
fake! But we muſt have better Purchaſe, Lads! Now. 
_—_— a fourth Perſon for another Proje& that I have 
4 ripen” 4 

Sir Thr, My Wife's your Man, Sir. | 

Y. Our. Have you any Breeches for her? ( 

Prif. Sir, ſhe has worn nothing elſe fince ſhe was mar- 8 
ned, I can witneſs, figuratively eln þ 
Sir Fr. Hold your peace, Trope——But to 
truth, ſlie does not fear the Crack of a Piſtol; dares ſay 
and to a Grazier, 

Pri/. Probatum fuit proſec, Domine. 

F. Out. Good! Let her be at the Rendezvous in her 
Maſculine Gender. My Father has a young Nephew. 
coming up from the Univerſity, whom he deſigns for 
Orders, Eafy Maſter Credulous Outwit—we'll meet 
him at the Town's: end. 

Sir 7 hr. And rob him 

v. Out. No, but he ſhalf rob one of us, and that ſhall” 
rob my Father of an hundred Pieces to bring him off, and 
make him thank me for taking fo little: For there's tage 
Ambition of my Wit, to live upon his profeſt Wit, that 
has turn'd me out to live by my Wits. . 
Priſ. Cum his undinis alis tibi regratulor. 

| F. Out. A Man's Habit, a ſham Bag of a hundred 
Pound, the Hour, the Place, the Action, ſhall be at 
Night agreed on. And now, my wiſe Father, you ſhall- 
find I'll put my ſlender Portion out to Intereſt; foil you 
even at your own Weapon, 
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And to confirm your felf in me Renate, 
Tl prove at leaft my Wit's Legitimate. [ Excunt, 


The End of the Firſt Act. 


CT 
SCENE Sir Oliver's Houſe. 


Enter Cunningham dne. 


Cun. As ever Man ſo fairly caught in a Trap of 
his own baiting? No provok'd Waſp can be 
more troubleſome than this old Stump of a Woman 1 
have drawn after me; I thought to have made her my 
Stalking-Mare to Lucinda, and inſtead of that the He 
has clapt a Bit in my Mouth, and rides me like a Polt- 
Horſe, and 'tis impoſſible to throw her; ſhe ſticks as 
cloſe as a Saddle I had no way to get a Minute out of 
her Company but by telling her I was troubled with a 
Diabetes. O! the Devil 


* 
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Enter Gowerme 2 


So. Why, how now, Sweeting What, a whole 
> half-hour from me? A young Man ſhou'd think every 
Minute a Month in love. 

” Cur. Why, fo I do, my Bird while I am in 
your curſed Company. [ Hide. 
Gy. Eh! Bird! eh! if thou'lt be rul'd, I'll build thee 
a comfortable {/mickering) Neſt, that will ſtand all Storms, 
you ſha'n't need to fear a Weather-wreck of your For- 

tune, and one day it may be youngling Seaſon too, and 

then I hope to have thee always near me 
3 Cur. A Pox of your Paſ on But heark y, 
2 Sweeting ! Prithee tell me, bas my good Fre d, ir 


Lis vt} 
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Gregory, any hopes of ſucceeding with his Miſtreſs La- ; ; 
cinda ? * 

Gov. No, by my Faith, has not he, if you'll take 
my Word for't; ſetting his Worſhip aſide, in my mind 
he looks. like a Fool. 15 , : 

Cun. Nay, faith, ne'er divide em for that matter, 
Fool and Worſhip are no ſuch Strangers now a. days; but 
my Meaning 1s, does ſhe give any hearty Encouragement 
To be plain, have they as fair hopes of one an- 
other, as (Cupid bleſs us!) we have? 

Gov. Troth, I do not perceive any ſuch great For- 


wardneſs in her; he offer'd to kiſs her to day, and ſhe * 


laid him over the Face with her Fan, made his Eyes 
water bitterly Tho' I wiſh your Friend, the Knight, 
better for your ſake. | 

Cun. Why, I thank you, Bird and cou'd with 
with all my heart, he were as ſtrongly ſure of her, as 
thou art of having me. [Chucking her Chin, 

Gov. Eh! if thou didſt but ſpeak thy Heart now! 
Eh! he ſhou'd ſpeed ne'er the worſe for't. And I'll tell 
you, Bird, {for we'll have no ſeparate Secrets now) Mrs, 
Lacinda, my Charge, thinks well of you. 

Cun. Of me! for what, prithee ? 

Gov. Why a——for my ſake, Child, ſhe knows of 
your good Will to me, and therefore, upon that account, 
Honey, has taken a liking to thee ; when we get into a 
Houſe of our own, Love, ſhe'll give us a bit of Stuff, I 
believe; and if ever ſhe lives to be Goſſip, the Babe 
ſhall n't want a Coral, ſhe ſays. 

Cun. The Babe, quotha! it will be a hopeful Man- 
drake, without doubt, that ſprings from our Conjunc- © 
tion. [ 4/ide. 

Gov. Ah! ſhe defigns ſuch things for thee, if 1 durſt 
but ſpeak. _ 

Cun. Nay, don't doubt my Secreſy, tell me. 

Gov. Oh, fye! you muſt not make me tell what Wo- 
men ſay behind Men's backs, Child. 

Cun. O] you muſt give me leave at leaſt to give her 
Thanks for't. * 

Gov. No, no, that's my part; for you muſt conſider, 
what ſhe does for you is only for my ſake, - 

uns 
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Cun. This is excellent ! [ 4frde. 

Gow, If you ſhou'd tell all that I open to you, you'll 
ſhame us both; you may kiſs your Hand to her at a 
diffance, and blaſh, or ſo, but I'll ailow no nearer Con- 
ference. 

Cun. Hey day! you'd be jealous then! 

Gov, Jealous! Marry ! and there's no true Love with- 
out it; look you, if you'll be rul'd, and not make things 


common, in time I may tell you more. 


Cun, Udſo! your Lady! ſhe'll fee us. | 
Gov. Pſhaw! no matter, ſhe'll be pleas'd with it 


Our Familiarity is her Content. 


Enter Niece and Simple. 


Niece. This from Sir Gregory, Sir! 
Sim. Ves, Madam She's a very pretty Creature. 
[Afede. 


Niece. Do you belong to him, Sir? 


Sim. Yes, Madam a-hem! ſhe's a fine Woman, 
indeed. 22 
Niece. Pray, Sir, in what Capacity? — How the Fel- 
low eyes me [ Hfrae. 

Sim. Madam, I am but his Gentleman ——a-hem ! 
[Sets himfelf. 


Nizce. And pray, Sir, what might be his Conceit in 
ſending me this wrought Handkerchief ? Still ſo 
cloſe! Dae. Seeing Cun. and Gov. 

Sim. His Conceit, Madam, was, that as that happy 
Handkerchief enfolds your ſnowy Neck all Day, fo he 
rr ay Night to ef mars it with his Knightly Arms 
a-hem ! | 

Niece. A notable Conceit, I promiſe you. 

Sim. Madam, he has been cudgelling his Brains theſe 
two Hours, to find a Preſent worthy your Ladyſhip's Ac- 
ceptance—— Madam, he was once ſending a very fine 
Puppy to you. | 

Niece. That, he might have brought himſelf — Ha! 
he ſeems to obſerve me! This Fellow may be of uſe.— 
I'll fit you, Sir. [ Aide. 

Gov. Pray mind me, Honey! You do nothing but 
Rare upon her, I think. | 

| * Cun. 
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Cun. No, indeed, I was only obſerving that finical 


Coxcomb, that Fool yonder. 


Gov. Don't tell me! what need you look upon the 
Fool, when I'm here ? 

Cun. How familiar the Raſcal is? | Heat. 

Sim. By the World, I believe ſhe likes me! [4/a+. 

Niece. Come, come, ne'er diſguiſe it! this Preſent was 


.above your Maſter's Fancy, I know it; your Wit had a 


Hand in't, I'm poſitive. 

Sim. O pray, Madam. [Afefing a Bluſh, 

Nice. Nay, nay, I muſt know. 

Sim. Oh! O lay! Since you muſt know then, Madam, 
pray give me leave to aſk, why your Ladyſhip aſks, and 
you ſhall know. | | 

Niece. Nay, if it be your Maſter's, I'm ſorry for't, 
that's all. | 

Sim. Nay, then don't be uneaſy, dear Madam 
was mine, ; 

Niece, Well! it's extreamly pretty! I may depend 


it 


upon't, as yours, Sir. 


Sim. I wiſh I may periſh, Madam, if Sir Gregory for 
Maſter I'll call him no more, if I cou'd have the Honour 
to ſerve your Ladyſhip) had the leaſt hand in it. 

Niece. Then I am eaſy Pray, Sir, tye it on for me, 
—— —— Bleſs me! how white a Hand you have! 

Sim. O, dear Madam, and your Ladyſhip's Neck ſo 
near, I am aſham'd you ſhou'd look upon't. 

Niece. You certainly uſe Art with it. 

Sim. Nothing but Almond Powder, as I am a living 
Creature, Madam. 

Nicce. Pray, Sir, what's your Name ? 

Sim. Samui Simple, Madam. 

Nicce. Simpic, what an innocent Sound it has? 
heigh ho! | 

Sim. Well, ſhe's taken as ſure as can be. [ Aide, 

Niece. Frithee tell thy Maſter one thing! that nothing 
but a dull Vulcan wou'd have ſent a Wars to be the 
Spokeſman of his wooing What a Complexion's 
there ! | | 

Sim. It is all my own, as I live, Madam. 


' Niece 
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Niece. Such Lips too! what Dalliance muſt in private 
grow upon em! | 

Cun. Death !' ſhe courts the Coxcomb 

Gov. Away, away, ſhe does but fool with him. 

Niece. So! he's touch'd, I ſee. [ 4/ide.] Come nearer, 
prithee, you muſt not be ſo ſtrange! What a ſoft Hand- 
ful of Pleaſure's here! [1 akes his Hand. 

Sim. ['ll ſwear! and ſo there is! Well! there's no re- 
ſiſting; I'll e'en take pity of her. | 

Niece. Thy Maſter's Hand to thine, is Bear's Skin: 
ſtuff d, compar'd to Down of Doves. O what a Pillow 
for a Maiden-Cheek were here! Tell me, are you mar- 
ried, Sir ? 

Sim, No, I ben't ſeriouſly. 

Niece. Will you give me leave to ſend to you ? 

Cun. O Women! Women! blind as the falſe Love 
you're form'd for. Death, ſhe doats on him ! 

Gov. What's that to thee ? Prithee mind her not, there 
be thoſe can doat as well as ſhe. | 

Cun. Away Burr. 

Gov, HOW! N | 

(un. Hang off Fleſh-hook, faſten thy itchy Claſp 
upon ſome dry Toadſtool, that will kindle with thee, and 
burn and ftink together. 

Gev. Oh abominable ! Why doſt not thou love me? 

Cun, Avaunt Sycorax ! Haunt me no more! Love! 
the Devil! I tell thee, double Dotard, I took thee but as 
Phyſick to my diſtemper'd Stomach, and now thou'rt up 
again, I loath thee filthily. 

Gov. Oh Villain! 

Cn, Doſt thou not ſee a Sight might turn all Lovers 
Brains, and make 'em curſe the very Thoughts of Wo- 
man. | 

Niece. Ha, ha, ha! I think I have touch'd him now ; 
ha, ha, ha! | 

Sim. Ha, ha, ha! 

Niece. Why do you laugh, Sir? 

5 Sim. Why only 'cauſe you laugh, Madam. Hi, hi, 
I, 
Cun. She has but mock'd my Folly ſure, or finds not 
yet the Boſom of my Purpoſe. | 
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Tl try her, and may chance to let her ſee, 

A Trick to mortify her Vanity. [Ex Can. 

Niece. ] laugh to think of thy Maſter now; how he'd 
ſtare and curſe if he knew of this. 

Sim. Ha, ba, I can't but laugh at him too: for to ſay 
the truth, tho' I ſay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it, he is but a 
Fool at the bottom. 

Niece. Well, Sir, for this time, you ſhall leave me, 
but don't you boaſt now how my fooliſh Tongue has be- 
tray'd my Heart, be diſcreet, and ['ll ſend to you. 

Sim. Vou'll be ſure. 

Niece. If you're but ſilent. 

Sim. O] Fm mute as a Mouſe in a Cheeſe; or a 
Gooſe in a Hay-Reek; or a Fiſh in a Kettle; as dumb 
as a dead Woman. 

Niece. We are obſerv'd; there's my Hand at parting. 

Sim. And there's mine Umb !—— Good-by—— 
Ah! Exit. 

Niece. So, Governeſs, | need not aſk where you have 
been. | 
Gov. Oh, Child ! never was Woman ſo abus'd. 


Simple Re-enters. 
Sim. D'ye hear, Madam, I had forgot ta tell you 
If you think fit, I'll come and fee you again in the 


Evening? - 
Niece. By no means, don't offer it till I ſend for 


Sim. Well, well; in the mean time, when I'm gone, 


you may think of Things a little, as a Why, | may 
be convey'd by Stealth into your Chamber, or fo; I'll lie 
under the Bed till Midnight, rather than be ſeen; or you 


may put me into one of your Comb- Boxes; or whelm a 


China Baſon over me, or any thing: Ah! I can creep in 
at a little Hole, 

Niece. O! I durſt not venture for my Life; I charge 
you on my Love, never ofter to come again till I ſend 
for you. 

Sim. Well, well, Verlum ſat, as the Latin Saying is, 


A Wink to the Wiſe is emugh—We won't let the Knight 


know a Tittle of this. 


Nicce. 


> 

: 

- . * 
1 
5 
6 
4 
o 

3 

34 
* 
* 
* 
6 


The Rival Fools. 3r 


* Niece. By no means! that wou'd ſpoil all: but pray be 
gone, we are ſuſpected. | 
Sim, Well, well, for the. Things that are paſt then, 
di ye ſee, let us——let us tell nobody of it, that we may 
* keep 'em ſecret. [In a Whiſper. 
Mice. Well! now I'll make a firm Tryal of your 
Love: As you love me then, not one Word, Sigh, or 
7 $yllable more, but take your leave this Moment, and be. 
gone. 
Sim. Um, gh, gh, um, gh. 
| [Shuts his Mouth, as unwilling, and Ex. 
Niece. Ha, ha, now do I fancy all Lovers are much 
the ſame Fools. How now, Governeſs, what eaſing your 
Heart with your Eyes: What's the Cauſe, pray? a 
> Gow, [Crying.] Ah! take thou Warning by my Mit- 
* fortunes, the Cauſe is falſe Man, Child: Ah! Lady, 
I have been gull'd with a ſhining Febble for a Diamond, 
a very Glow Worm, that I thought had Fire in't, and 
it proves as cold and brittle as a broken Looking - Glaſs. 
5 Niece. And how cou'd your Experience be ſo impos'd 
upon, to think that ſuch a youthful Spring cou'd doat 
upon thy Autumn Furrows? 
” Gov. Oh! had you heard him but proteſt 
Niece. I ſhou'd have laugh'd at your Credulity; didſt 
thou not ſee me mock thy Folly in wanton Imitation 
with that Fooliſh Fellow? Cou'd'ſt thou be fo dull? 
Alas] thou wert but his Bait to fowl with, not the Prey 
the Net, the Springe, the Stale to catch another Bird 
with. x 

Gov. Nay, he call'd me Bird indeed. 

Niece. And thou ſo blind not to perceive it was thy 
own Daughter, that he loves there lies his Siege, 
and thou wer't only taken as an Outwork to the Place: 
Examine and you'll find it ſo: Farewell I' vex him 
ſtill. [ Aſide.] [Exit. 

Gov, My Daughter! how ! my own Fleſh and Blood 
my Rival! I'Il rival her: I'll ferret her Affection with a 
Vengeance: A young ſly Gipſy, has ſhe no Shame in 

her; no Senſe of Modeſty ; is it ſo warm with her al- 
ready ? Ah brutal Slut! in love with a young Fellow ! 
B 4 Foh! 
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Foh ! here ſhe comes, III mumble her: Juſt parted from 
him, I ſuppoſe— — 


Enter Mirabel. 


So, Gentlewoman, where have you been, pray? 

Mir. "No where, Mother, but at work in my own 
Chamber. 

Gewv. What, in your own Chamber too ! fine Work, 
J believe. Come, Huſly, ſpeak; and if thou canſt with 
Modeſty, what have you been doing with your hopeful 
He!p-mate there ? 

Mir. Help mate? 

G:v. Come, come, your Cunningame, Huſſy: Don't 
think to impoſe upon me; I am not ſo blind with Age 
yet, nor deaf. 

Mir. Dumb I am ſure you are not. Pray, Madam, 
what ails you, are not you well ? 

Gow. No, nor fick, nor mad, nor in my Senſes, nor 
ſleeping, nor waking, nor nothing, nor any thing: 1 
know not what I am,- nor what I am not. 

Mir. What do you mean, Mother: 

Gov. I mean to be reveng'd, you Flirt. 

Mir. On whom, pray? 

Gov. On thee, Monſter. 

Mir. Revenge ſhou'd follow Injuries : Have I wrong'd 
you, Madam ? : 

Gov. Ah! "tis not your Cunning, nor your Cunnin- 
game can blind me: Don't I know you have the Impu- 
dence to be in love with him, you Harlot. 


Mir. J am fure they muſt have a great deal of Impu- 


dence that told you fo; I never ſpoke three Words to the 
Gentleman in my Life, nor he to me. 
Gov, O aſtoniſhing ! 

_ ir, I have heard indeed, that he has made ſome Of- 
fers of his Love to you, and if he has abus'd, or wrong'd 
your Good-nature, fo heartily I hate him for't, that I 
wou'd join with you in utmoſt Malice to revenge it. 

Gov. May I believe thee ? 

Mir. You may, upon my Life, Mother, 

Gov. Then thou thy ſelf ſhalt quit me of his Baſe- 


nels, 
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; ſpringing Beauty: And when thou haſt him faſt by the, 
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neſs. Ah! Child he has given me Ixion's Plague; ne- 
ver ſuch a Maſculine Cloud ſo airy and ſo ſubtle was e er 
embrac'd by poor believing Woman-————But, if I 
live, I'll have him quitted at his equal Weapon: Thou 
art young, follow him; tempt his Deſires with all the 
ſubt'leſt Baits of Woman. He cannot freeze at ſuch a 


amorous Gills, draw him, drag him, drown him on the | 
Hook of Diſdain, and make this baſe Diſſembler know, 
thou haſt reveng'd thy Mother's Wrongs with Scorn for 


= Scorn. | 


Mir. This is a very odd Undertaking, Mother; how 
it may ſucceed, I can't tell, but I promiſe you on my 
Word, I'll try. 

G:v. Ah! I'll warrant thee, a young Woman may 
bring any thing about with a young Fellow: Come along, 


and ['ll lip thee at him this Moment. [ Excunt 


Enter Sir Gregory, and Simple. 


Sir Greg. Why Sam! Samuel! thou art not ſtark 
mad, art thou? Wilt thou not tell me how my Miſtreſs 
does ? 

Sim. Your Miſtreſs! Hi, hi. | : 

Sir Greg." Yah, yih! Why what the Devil ails the Fel- 


o 
* 


low? Did ſhe receive the Thing that I ſent her kindly or 


4 and your Language in order 
= you Kut (plain Knight, d'ye obſerve me) the Thing 


no, Sirrah ? 
Sim. Sirrah ! Humph. Then to anſwer your Queſtion, 
Firſt, I mult tell 


that you ſent her, by the Thing that you ſent, was, for 
the Thing's fake, that was ſent to carry the Thing that 
you ſent, (d'ye obſerve me) very kindly receiv'd; ſo 
much for your Queſtion: And now for your Language 
- Fir/t, Sir, there's a Receipt in full for all my 
Wages, and now you owe me nothing. Secondly, Theres 
the laſt caſt Coat you gave me, and now, Sir, 1 owe you 
nothing, (my Waiſtcoat's my own, and I'll keep it.) But 
the Sirrab is yours again, Sir. Thirdly and laftly, Jam 
my own Man again: And, Fourthly, in the Fifib Place 
Hare you well. ä «i446. 1 vita 
Sir Greg, Why, Sam! Sam! Prithee let me ſpeak 
5 B 5 with 
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with thee a little: I'll lay my Life ſome Hare has croſs d 
him. - 

Sim. Knight, if you be a Knight, ſtop there, and 
don't ſet up for a Lady-Maker ; becauſe, perhaps, there 
are ſome Ladies that are as fond of making Gentlemen 
D'ye ſee! As for the Lady, whoever ſays ſhe's 
not a fine Lady, a delicate Creature, and a Perſon of 

rfe& Honour; | fay he is a Poltron, a Raſcal, and if 

does not keep bis Tongue between his Teeth, I'll give 
Him a Chuck o'the Chin, ſhall chop him in two, and 
ftrike him dumb during Life. 

Sir Greg. Prithee Pox! why in ſuch a Paſſion, Man, 
T know no body ſays any other of her. 

Sim. If you do, Sir, I expect, as you are a Man of 
Honour, you ſhould let me know it Any Man 
that dares but think of it in my hearing, ſhall hear of 
from a Ferſon that he little thinks of. People muſt 
not ſuppole that ſome Ladies Favours are common; or 
that Promiſes and Froteſtations are Things of no mo- 
ment between Parties and Parties: and I ſay ftill, what-- 
ever may have paſs'd between a certain Lady, and a 
certain Party, whom for ſake's ſake I won't name; ſtill, 
I fay, the Lady is a Perſon of Honour, and being a Per- 
fon of Honour, ſhe is not to be treated but as a Perſon of 
Honour. iSg 

Sir Greg. Why I fay ſhe is a Perſon of Honour. 

Sim. You fay ſhe is a Perſon of Honour; what is that 
to me, Sir? I want to ſee the Man that does not ſay ſhe's 
x Perſon of Honour. | 

Sir Greg. If I cou'd not find in my Heart to kick my 
Shoe in thy Face, Buckle and all, I am an Aſs, and no 
Gentleman. 


Sim. Kick your Shoe at me! don't do it, Knight, 1 


give you fair Warning; I ſay don't do it; your Shoe's 
| but thrown away if you do; tis but plaguing your ſelf 
to no purpoſe; For why ſhou'd not one Man have as 
good an Eye as another, and when one Man's as good 
as another, why ſhou'd not a Lady pleaſe her own 

? Look ye, I name no /arties—— becauſe I re- 
ally ſtand all this while in the cold 
me next, yow'll find for a certain Lady's ſake, if there's a 
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: Tally-man to be found in Europe, I ſhall appear like a 


Gentleman. 


DLExit. 
Sir Greg. If this Fellow ben't out of his few Wits, 


ben am I out of my five Senſes; either the fight of the 
Lady has bewitch'd him, or elſe he's drunk, or elſe he 
walks in bis Sleep, or elſe he's a Fool, or a Knave, or 
both, or one of the three, or ſomething or other I'm 
certain: Yet, now I think on't, ſhe has not us'd me ſo 
civilly as her Unkle promis'd ſhe ſhou'd, tho? that does 


not ſignify a Fillup ; he ſays I ſhall have her, and if ſhe 


won't come too in a fair way, Egad the ſhall faſt herſelf 
into a Stomach for Sir Gregory. [Exit. 


| Enter J. Outwit, and Mr. Credulous Outwit in the High- 


* 


way, arm d. 
Y. Out. So, we are got to the bottom of the Hill 


| before him; here from behind this Hedge we may ſeize 


him. 

Cre. So we may, indeed, Sir; but where are the 
other two Gentlemen, won't they lay hold on him too? 
for if the young Man ſhou'd reſiſt, how do you know 


but he may. frighten. me, and then get the better of 


you? 
Y. Out. O! they are ready poſted on the other fide ; 


: we can't miſs. Look ye, Sir, if you'll be rul'd, and 


travel this Road but one Week with me, you ſhall live 
better upan't all the Year after, than the beſt Preferment 


in your College's Gift. 


Cre, Do you really think ſo, Sir? for, ſeriouſly, TI 1 
wou'd not do an ill thing; but, really, my Allowance + 
from my Unkle has been extreamly ſmall, and twenty 
Pounds, at this time, wou'd be an-inconceivable Service 
to me. 

V. Out. With what conſiderate gaod Huſbandry the 
Fool turns Rogue? [At]! Ay, ay, Sir, you'll find 
this a quicker Revenue than your fic Probas, Ergo's, & 
Jgitur's, and 1 am ſure you have Logick enough to 
prove, that Omne utile eft boneſtum. 

Cre. That's true, indeed, Sir ; beſides, you know, 
Necefitas non habet legem. And, really, if it were not 

to 
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to do me a mighty Piece of Service, I wou'd not do a 


baſe Thing for the whole World 


V. Out. Nor I, upon my Credit, Sir: But ly 3 itisa - 


little hard, that when one Gentleman wants ten Pieces, or 
ſo, that another, who, perhaps, has ten thouſand, ſhall 
be Brute enough not to ſupply him. 

Cre. Why, really, Sir, that's exactly my Caſe; and, 
ſeriouſly, I don't know any great Obligation one has to 
be ſo rigidly juft to ſuch ſort of J eople, that a- 
in a manner, don't deſerve what they have. 

v. Oat. How quiet the Fool's Conſcience is !- 
Odſo] take your Piſtol, Sir, ——1 hear ſome body, let's 
not be ſeen yet. 


Enter Lady Gentry in Man's Habit, Sir Thr. and 
Priſcian, 


L. Gen. Where's Mr. Outawzit ? 

Sir Tyr. There he ſtands, ready at his Poſt, behind the 
Hedge but, hark you, Spouſe, you mult bate a little 
of your uſual Courage in your Reſiſtance, that you mayn't 
frighten the Scholar into a Retreat. 

Pri/. He tells you right, Madam. 

L. Gen. Go, Fools! teach your Granums: You are 
always full of your Advice when there's no occaſion ſor't. 
Where's the Purſe? 

Priſ. There tis, of the Comedians Coin, all Counters. 

Sir Thr. We'll turn em into Gold before Night, Boy. 

L. Gen. Away [ Exeunt Priſ. and Sir Thr. 
Look how that Fool loi ers now! Hey, H#liam ! a- 
long, along with the Horſes, we fhall n't get to Londen 
to night. 


T. Outwit and Credulous enter, and preſent Piſtols, 


v. Out. Stand. 

Cre. Sir, we are Gentlemen, really be Neceſſity, 
and hope you won't take it ill; for, upon my Word 
for my part really, you'll find me very ciyil—there- 
fore, pray, Sir, don't make a Diſturbance bat, re- 
ally, conſider your own Danger [ 41] the while 

trembling.] 


vy. Out, 


really 
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Y. Out. Blood, Sir —Deliver, or you are a dead 


Cre. 0 bleſs me. 
L. Gen. Look you, Raſcals, I'm alive yet, and till I 


am dead, I'll ſee you damn'd before 1']! part with a Far- 


thing. [Draws. | 


[Priſcian, and Sir Threadbare ru/+ in from behind, and 
ſeize her.] 


Priſ. Nay, then, if you are ſo hot a Spark, Sir, we 
mult ſecure you, | 

Cre. O dear] I am glad they came. [ Aide. 

L. Gen. Well! Gentlemen, I am in your Power, but 
treat me like a Man, at leaſt; my Money, I preſume, is 
all you have occaſion for, there tis, and all I have, in- 
decd; a good round hundred Pieces. 

V. Out. Is this all, Sir? 

L. Gen. My laſt Farthing, upon my Honour, Gentle- 
men Pray, -Sir | 

Cre. O! don't hurt the Gentleman Sir, you real- 
ly look like a civil Gentleman, and if I had the Honour 
to be better acquainted with you, you'd find me another- 
gueſs Man than you take me for, I can aſſure you; and 
if ever you travel to Cambridge, Sir, I ſhall be very 
proud to ſee you in our Buttery, Sir 

Sir Thr. Huſh, is the Devil in you? [Szops bis Mouth. 

V. Out. Come, Sir, we muſt ſecure you from follow- 
ing us. 

L. Cen. As I am a Gentleman, I never will ſtir. 

Y. Out. We don't intend you ſhall, Sir, for we will 
bind you to your good Behaviour 

L. Gen. Nay, pray Gentlemen. 

Sir Thr, We'll only leave you on t'other fide of the 
Hedge, Sir Here, do you hold the Money, while 
we ſecure him. 

Y. Cut. Away with him [Ex. Priſ. Sir Thr. and 

| La. Gen. 

Why, look you, Sir, did not I tell you? Shew me 
eber a age in Seneca now, that will furniſh. a Man fo 
ſpeedily ? Here's that will mend your Commons with 
a Witneſs! You'll have no longer need to ſize your 
* Belly 
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Belly out with Rumps, Kidneys, and Cues of ſingle 
Beer. Here's that will make a Beggar fat in a Fort- 
night. Aurum palpabile & potabile, Sir. 

Cre. Why, really, Sir, I am apt to think the Gentle - 
man cou'd not want this; for, by his Habit, he ſeem'd 
to be a Ferſon of Fortune. 

Y. Out Let Fortune take care of that; you and 1 
will never want, Sir, while others have it. 

Cre. Why, really, Sir, it is a litile hard there ſhou' d 
not be a more equal Diſtribution of Fortune's Benefits. 

V. Out. Mum. | Re-enter Priſcian, and Sir Thread- 
Is all fafe, Bullies ? bare.] 

Sir Thy. Secure; the Gentleman thinks himſelf. mot 
happy in his Loſs, with his ſafe Life and Limbs, and re- 
doubles his firſt Vow, as he is a Geatleman, never to 
purſue us. 

Y. Out. Away then — Let's diſperſe ; Mr. Credulous 
and you ſhall bear the Purchaſe, while I and Pri/cian 
take ſome other Courſe :. At the Bree Cups in 57. Giles 
we all meet; but remember the Booty is not to be _ - ; 
till all are preſent ; the Loſer ſaid an hundred, and 
can weigh no leſs. 

Cre. Sir, I am ſure I wou'd not wrong you, or any 
Gentleman of a Shilling, to gain never ſo much by it. 

V. Out. O! never talk of that. 

Sir Thr. Come, Sir, I'll guide you. [Ex. Cre. & 


V. Out. Ha, ha, ha! where's the Thief that's robb'd ? 


Enter Lady Gentry. 

L. Gen. Here, Mr. Cutwit, all Fellows now. 

Y. Out. Twas neatly done, i'faitb, Girl; now to turn 
that Bag of Counters into current Pieces, & aftum eſt. 
You know the Place. 

Priſ. I have told her, Sir, 
Giles's. 

v. Out. Good Is the Con/table's Dreſs ready for 
Sir Threadbare ? 

Priſ. All ready, Sir, not a Hair of his falſe Beard 
wanting. 

V. Out. Excellent! The moment he has ſeiz'd the 

Scholar, 


the Three Cups in St, 
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Scholar, then ſend me immediate Word on't; then 
come I, in his Couſin's own ſhape, by mere Accident, 
to bring him off. But, Father, you muſt pay the Rec- 


® koning ; ſince you are ſo fond of Wit, I'll beggar you 
if you pay the Price of mine, Sir: for when this Cheat's 
T ripe, Sir, you'll find it will beget another, Sir; that 
Third a Fourth, and ſo onward to an endleſs Generation 

5 You had better come to Compoſition, Father, or I 
mall bubble you without Mercy ; you'll find it cheaper, 

Father, than this wiſe way of ſtarving me: For I will 
cheat none but you dear Facher. { Exeunt. 


The End of the Second A. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE à Garden. 


Enter Niece and Mirabel. 


Niece, ND ſo your Mother, to revenge her own 
Quarrel to him, has oblig'd you to make 
love to Mr. Cunningham. 

Mir. Yes, is not it a very notable Project? What a 
fubtil Devil muſt this Love be, when it can make ſuch 
egregious Fools of old Folks ? But I had forgot to tell 
you, Madam, I have undertaken to go through with it 
t00. 

Niece. How ! 

4 Not without acquainting you with it before- 
nd. 

Niece. Ob] your Servant—Try him, you'll find him 

flexible, I dare ſay. 

Vir. Ay, but then how am I ſure to be ſtubborn my 
ſelf; my Honeſty is the beſt Part of my Portion, and 
I ſtou'd be loath to ipoil my Marriage by playing the 
fool with him, * 


Niece, 
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Niece. I fancy there's no fear of that, for he writ me 
a Letter t'other Day, and propos'd you as a Wife for Sir 
Gregory; tis in his un to ſerve you, if you can like 
the Man. 

Mir. I cou'd like the Ladyſhip ſtrangely And as 
for the Man, I had as lief have a Fool, as one that's ſo 
wiſe, he'll always think me a tool Wou'd he wou'd 
tempt me. 

Niece. Here's Company, let's go' into the Arbor. 

Mir. No, I muſt beg your pardon: my Mother 
expects me. : . 1» [Exeunt ſeverally. 


Enter Sir Oliver and Sir Gregory. {With Mufick. 


Sir Ol. Why, now you take the right Courſe, Sir Gre- 
gory, Muſick will melt her; I cou'd force her; but a 
Heart, you know, that's gently won, is a Man's on tor 
ever: Have you a good Concert ? 

Sir Greg. O] a curious Noiſe as ever you ſaw, Sir 
Indeed, I wou'd have had the lame Woman with the Dul- 
cimer, and old Gratears the blind Cymbal; but they ſent 
me word they were juſt hir'd to play Country Dances at 
my Lord Mayor's. 

Sir O/. Why, then ſhe muſt take the Will for the 
Deed; a Woman muſt be woo'd a hurdred ſeveral ways, 
you may try a thouſand ſometimes before you touch 
em in the right Vein; but that once {ound ! Ah! they 


lie as ſnug, and as tame in a Man's Arms as a ſucking . 


Rabbit. . 

Sir Greg. O, dear! ah! I warrant 'em they are _ 
ſoft Fools when their Clothes are off. 

Sir O/. Why, did you never try, Sir? 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, I have try'd, Sir, but twas to no 
purpoſe : I remember the laſt time I was upon my Knees 


to our Chambermaid, ſhe; run her Elbow in my Throat 


till ſhe had almoſt ſtrangled me, and then broke my Head 
with the Bedſtaff, to fetch me to life again. 


Sir OJ. Why, is't poſſible! What, did you never make 


a Fool of a Tenant's Daughter? 
Sir Greg. Never, really, Sir, I never cou'd get one to 


hold ill fince I was born. 
Sir Ol. b 
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Sir Ol. Hey day! what, come to London with a 
Maidenhead, Knight! A Gentleman of your Rank, and 
ride with a Cloak-bag? Never an Hoſteſs by the way to 
leave it with? No Tapſter's Siſter? Nor head Oſtler's 
Daughter ? 


Sir Greg. O! well mock'd old Witmonger I keep 


tit for your Niece. 


Sir Ol. Don't ſay ſo for ſhame, ſhe'll laugh at thee ; 
why, 'tis a Batchelor's Penny, Man, he may give it to 
a Beggar in the Summer-time, and ne'er be call'd to ac- 
count for it; the ſillieſt Wife is not Fool enough to expect 
It. | | 
Sir Greg. Ad, wou'd I had known that, I cou'd have 
ſtopt a Beggar's Mouth by the way curiouſly, that rail'd 
at ine, becauſe I'd give her nothing But now for the 
Muſick, Sir! 

Sir OJ. You'll find her in the Garden, her Ear muſt 
reach it; I'll leave you, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Now, ſtrike up, my Boys. [Muſick plays 

and Ex, 
Well! I'll fay it, this was cruel fine! ſhe muſt like it— 
Now, Gentlemen, you may go. 


Niece from the Arbor. 


Niece. Whoſe cou'd this Mufick be? 'twas pleaſant at 
the Seaſon; it muſt be Curningham ! Who's there? 

Sir Ereg. Madam, I am your humble Servant 
Good-Morrow to you. 

: Niece. Pſhaw! An ill Day, and a thouſand follow 
thee. 

Sir Greg. 'Slife, that's fix hundred more than any Al- 
manack has, | 

Niece. Was this thy odious Muſick, then? 

Sir Greg. Odious, Madam! | 

Niece. Horrible! Canſt thou ſuppoſe ſuch Stuff wou'd 
pleaſe a Woman of any Taſte? 

Sir Greg. Taſte! why, Madam, I did not deſign you 
ſhou'd eat it ; butif your Taſte were never ſo dainty you. 
might have lik'd it; for I am ſure it coſt me Sauce. 

Nzece. Sure there is no Impudence more provoking 
than the dull Stupidity of a ſufficient Fool! Haw durſt 

| | | you 
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vou do this? Wretch ! Ideot! For hadſt thou but an In- 
ſect's Underſtanding, thou wou'dſt have known how 
mortally I hate thee, I thought I had enough before a- 
bus'd thee; the Mocks and ſpiteful Language I have 
given thee, wou'd have ſerv'd ten reaſonable Men! In 
my Conſcience ! thou devoureſt more Affronts, than 
twenty Midnight Drunkards wou'd throw away on 
Strangers in the Streets! and ſtill thy greedy Maw's not 
ſatisfied ! All the Scorn of Coyneſs, or IIl- nature can't 
ſuffice thee, 
Sir Gre: Hey. day] why ſure you are not in earneſt, | 
Madam 

Niece. O]. inſatiable! not yet content! why, wilt 
thou beggar my Deriſion? In faith, thou'ſt all J have, 
I've not another Scorn to throw at thee; if I knew 
where to borrow but Contempt, I'd mortgage all my 
Kindneſs to ſupply thee. Nay, prithee, leave me, now 
thou groweſt unreaſonable. 

Sir Greg. Say you fo, forſooth ! I'gad PII fetch ono 
then, ſhall jerrymumble you. Exit. 

Niece, So, he's gone with this Flea in his Ear to my 
Unkle, I ſuppoſe, no matter, I know my Cue. 


Enter Cunningham at 4 diftance. 


Cun. I met the Muſick going away; bat can't yet 
learn what Reception ſhe gave him! 

Niece. Ha! there's ſomebody upon the watch already, 
I ſee Now, [4/d?] to change my Note! 
Indeed, I little thought this two days ago, Sir Gregory /: 

"Gm. Ha! Sir Gregory! *tis Lucinda's Voice. 

Niece. But 'tis our foohſh Nature to affect Ill- humour 
moſt, where moſt we like 

Cun. Confuſion ! am I then fool'd at laſt, and by a 
Fool ? "Tis e'en fo, faith; for Fortune has remem- 
ber'd her great Boy And I'm an Ass. 

Niece. Of all Mankind, at firſt, methought, I cou'd 
not bear him—— We never met but wrangled. 

Cun. Ah! curſe of your Coyneſs ! it never comes but 
like a Storm of Hail, to bring fair Weather in the Tail 
on't, Fair Words, I'm ſure, may cheat a Man, but 
Biting and Scratching gives him certain Hope ; . there's 

not 
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ot one Match in twenty made without it; when their 
ongues quarrel, their Lips are ſure to come to a right 
Underſtanding- 5 
Niece. And yet to fee how ſtrangely Fancies alter! 
Cusn. There is indeed, a wonderful Variety in 'em 
O! Woman! Wheathercoek. 
Mice. I wou'd have ſworn once, twou'd never have 
been a Match. 
Cu. Fire! I'll hear no more. How cou'd I 
dream of better than a Younger Brother's Fortune? A 
Maid with nothing, or ſome old Soap-boiler's Widow 
= without Teeth ? 


Go home blind Fool, and bid thy Hopes deſpair, 
Or humbly fix thy ne plus ultra there. [Eæit. 


Enter Sir Oliver and Sir Gregory. 


Sir OJ. You amaze me, Sir Gregory ! ſhe cannot ſure! 
ſhe won't-! ſhe dares not do this. 

Sir Greg. Nay, then believe your own Eyes, Sir 
There ſhe is. : 

Sir OJ. Let's obſerve She's thoughtful. 

Niece. Not but you'll find, Sir Gregory, through all this 
Fondneſs I can ditlemble yet; you have my Heart, 'tis 
true, but ſhall not know you have it. 

Sir Ol. What's that? What's that? 

Sir Greg. Hah! 

Nizce. For 'tis Man's Nature to inſult an eaſy Con- 
queſt ; the Food of Hope, if frankly given, but ſurfeits 
your Deſires. 

Sir Ol. Why, you Oons, Sir? let me tell 
you, you don't deſerve this. 

Sir Greg. O dear! why, I don't ſay I do, Sir. 

Sir O/. You don't indeed! indeed you don't. [Ange y. 
N Niece. Thus by the little feign'd Abuſes, that I gave 

Fou, I now ſhall prove your Temper, and your Truth 
of Love; for if you love, I am ſure, you'll bear em; 
I'm ſure, at leaſt, my Heart endur'd a Violence while 
I ſpoke 'em. 

Sir Of. Are you a Fool now, Sir ? 


Sir 
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Sir Greg. O, dear! yes, Sir, I ſee it plain now, by 
my being ſo much in her favour ! J 
Sir O/. But you are out of mine, Sir, I can tell you, 1 
Offer to ſow Strife between my poor Niece and I; 1 
cou'd find in my heart to make her unſay it all again 
Good-morrow, Niece, good-morrow. | 


Niece. Good morrow, Sir, and to you, Sir Gregory, 


many fair ones. 4 

Sir OJ. You are a Coxcomb, I tell you- How 3 
doeſt thou do, Child, this Morning? —A Fool !—Did 8 
you ſleep well, Child ? It's 'well Fortune took care of ne 
an Eftate for thee ;- for thou'dſt ſtarve by thy Under: * 
ſtanding. 1 

Sir Greg. Ads heart ! now I'm bang'd o' both fi tes, 


Niece. Pray, Sir, is there any Difference between 4 5 
you? of 

Sir Ol. Yes, a great deal, I hope, Child; as much 
as between a Man and an Owl ! ZN 


Sir Greg. Ah! it's no matter for that, I'm a Knight 
as well as you, Sir. 3 

Sir Ol. Abuſe a Lady's Kindnefs——Wilt thou take "A 
the air to-day, Niece ? A 

Niece. Indeed the Day's inviting, Sir; if Sir Gregory i 
will pleaſe to favour us with his Company. 1 

Sir Ol. D'ye hear ? d'ye hear? Shallow-Brains ! d'ye 
hear't cor:tinu'd to you Face, to your "Teeth ! 5 

Sir Greg, Well, well, Laud ! why ſure! 
done, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Don't provoke me another time, then. 

Sir Greg, Madam you have dropt your Breſt- 
Knot: 

Niece. Pray v wear it, Sir; in time a better Favour may 
fall to you, 

Sir Greg, Well, well, I have no Malice, mun, TI for- 
give you all. 

Sir O/. Now, I leave you to redeem your Credit with 
me, let me have a better Account of your next Attack, 
or [ Exit. 

Sir Greg. Ah. ah, ah, you little Rogue ! were you 
caught 1faith ! What! I was not to know I had your 
Heart, was I ! we overheard you, mun, when you 

; were 
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were ſighing alone for fear I ſhou'd be falſe to you. Ah! 
you handſome Devil you, are you not glad to find me 
true now at laſt then?! —————Hay ! 
: Niece. Let me ſee ay, he's out of hearing 
Sir Greg. O dear! now I will ſo pay off thoſe Cherry 
Lips of thine. [Offers to kiſs ber. 
* Niece. Stand off —— Monſter ! [> zrikes his Ear. 
Sir Greg. How! 
Mice. Incorrigible Coxcomb! was not thy laſt Abuſe 
# ſufficient! A Man with half an Ounce of Erains wou'd 
FX have died on't, run to the next Tree or River to have 
ZZ hang'd or drown'd himſelf, rather than bear ſuch infamous 
Uſage. 
Sir Greg. Ay, you may well call it infamous indeed! 
it's ſo ſhameful, 
FP Nicce. And will thy groveling Spirit ſtill endure it then? 
What villainous impenetrable Stuff is thy Skull made of? 
= will nothing pierce it? 
Sir Greg. Yes, yes, aſſure your ſelf, unkind Words 
may do much. | Ha , crying, 
Niece. And doeſt thou want 'em, Flint- head ? Hav'n't 
I conſum'd my Woman's Spleen to ſtir thee? Will no 
hard Uſage batter thee ? 
Sir Gr:g. Yes, yes, I know you wou'd knock my 
Brains out if you cou'd. Why did not you offer to do it 
before your Unkle, Miſtreſs? I'gad he wou'd have flea'd 
your Backſide for you. 
Niece. Why thou greater Ideot than I thought thee, 
wou'dſt thou have me tell my Unkle, that I cefign to 
fool thee : Prithee call him back, that I may uſe thee 
better, and make thee yet a greater Fool doeſt not 
thou wear my Favour there ? 
Sir Greg, Ves, and here too, with a Pox to you. 
Holding his Hand te his Ear, 
Niece. If thou but knew'ſt with what Contempt thou 
haſt it, how many cordial Curſes came along with it, 
thou'dit tremble but to handle it. 
Sir Greg, Pſhaw! Pox! take it again! I'll ſee it burn'd 
before III be thus plagu'd with it. | 
| Niece, No! on hazard of thy Life I charge thee wear 
at ſtill, till one that merits it demands it from thee ; 
bear 
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bear it, like the beaten Aſs his Burthen, from one dear 
Friend to another; if mine be but ſo wiſe and apprehen.F 
five, as my Opinion ſpeaks him to my Heart, it ſtays not 
long on thy deſertleſs Head; I'll make thee, &er I ha 
done, not dare to wear any thing of mine, tho* I ſhou'd 
freely give it thee, but thou ſhalt ſweat and tremble while 
thou haſt it, as if ſome poiſonous Toad had crawl'd upon 
thy naked Breaſt, which to remove were equal Horror 
to endure. Now as you like this, Sir, be troubleſome 7 
another time, and ſo good-morrow to you. [ Exit, 
Sir Greg. O] that I had but the Courage now to daſh fi 
my Brains out, Ingenuity enough to hang my ſelf with 
out Fain: I'm ſure it's time I were dead ſome way or 
other, if a Man cou'd but find it out without Hurt ot 
Danger? Who cou'd think now that a handſome Lady 4 
cou'd be ſuch a Devil in her Heart? Lawd! if ſhe's © 
ſuch a Fury now, what a ſwinging Witch will ſhe make 
when ſhe's an old Woman? What to do with her, the 
Devil knows; for if I complain to her Uncle ſhe'll 
uſe me better again, and then he'll uſe me worſe, ſo that 
between em both I am box'd, and banded, and ſweet- 
ned, and ſour d, and friended, and fool'd, and blam'd, 
and bubbled, and vex'd, and plagu'd, and as miſerable 
for ought I ſee, as if I was married to her Oh! BB 
here comes my Friend Cunningham, I'll make my Moan 7 
t 0 hi m. . 1 * 


ner 


Enter Cunningham. 


Cun. I cannot tear her Memory from my Heart 
She ſticks in ſpight of Reſolution. 
Sir Greg. O, Cunningham ! 
Cun. Sir Gregory! the Favourite! the Victor! the 
"Town's happy Man! 
Sir Greg. Pſhaw ! prithee none of your Jeers upon me, 
T come to thee for Comfort, and thou makeſt a Jeſt of 
my Misfortunes |! 
Cun. I, Sir! what, by applauding your Fortune, and 
giving you Joy of your Succeſs ? 
Sir Greg, O! pray hold your Hand, Sir, I have —— 
a * bob YI 
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bobb'd enough already, and now you're for coming over 


me a new way | ; 
' Cun. What do you mean? pray, Sir, explain yourſelf. 

Sir Greg. Wilt thou have the Truth in a Word, I 
have been made the rankeſt Aſs that was ever born to a 
* thouſand Pound a Year I'll ſwear I did not think 
my whole Body, Clothes, and all, cou'd have yielded ſo 
many ſcurvy, mangy Names, as my Miſtreſs has call'd 
me. 

Cun. Is't poſiible ? heme 

Sir Greg. Faith it's- true, ſhe preſented me with this 
Favour before her Unkle, and as ſoon as his Back was 
turn'd, ſhe fell a curſing me ſo heartily for wearing it, 
that one ſide of my Skull has aked ever ſince, and yet in 
a manner ſhe forced me to wear it too, till a certain Friend 
of hers ſhe ſaid, that better deſerv'd it, and to whom the 
deſign'd it as a Token, ſhou'd take it from me. 

Cun. O bleſt Diſcovery, how have I wrong'd her Truth 
and Goodneſs! Sir Gregory, now I'll prove myſelf your 
Friend, indeed! pull it off this Minute ! you are not ſure 
of a Moment's Life while 'tis about you. I know the 
Man that lies in wait for you, and it. | 

Sir Greg. How ! the Man that lies in wait, ſay you? 

Cun. Ah! plague of her Favour, fay I! I prize my 
dear Friend's Life above a thouſand of em Let's 
ſee't I know more of this buſineſs than you are aware 
of. | 

Sir Greg. Do you ſo? then, faith, you ſhall een take 
it, for I'm ſure tis not for my wearing, that ſhe told me 
her ſelf. 

Cun. The only true thing ſhe ever told you—Thank 
you, Sir, now I am the Man that ſays, let her Spark do 
his worſt, you ſhall live in ſpight of him. 

Sir Greg, Ah Sir, I'd fain live my Time out, me- 
thinks, 

_ Cun, He that ſays otherwiſe, muſt lye in his Throat, 
Sir; for once I'll ſtand his Fury; and wear it for you, 
Sir. Monſieur Simple may put on as big Looks as he 


2 but I'll keep it for my Friend's ſake in ſpight of 
m. 


Sir 
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Sir Greg. Simple! what! is he my Rival! my own Man 
that was. 
Cun. Ev'n he, I can aſſure you, Sir 


Pray tell 


back he talk'd as big, and as pleaſant, and as ſaucy, and 
as wild as a Madman! 
Cun. This, Sir, confirms what I was Witneſs of. 


r Fellow diſtracted. 

Sir Greg. Nay, diſtracted he muſt certainly be, for he 
talk'd to me, as if he had Courage, and I'm ſure he never 
had any when he was in his few Senſes—But can a Wo- 
man of her Rank be ſo oppoſite to common Senſe and 
Reaſon, as to fall in love with ſuch a Scoundrel? 

Cun. Lord! haw you talk, Sir, Reaſon in Love? and 
in a Woman too! Why, not one Man in a thouſand can 
pretend to it, tis the Ferogative of Love to make wiſe 
Folks Wit-alls; and always the ſtronger the Paſſion, the 
greater the Fool? How many prepoſterous Examples of 
it have we about this Town, pray? How many young 


Fellows marry their Mother's Maids? How many rich 


old Widows part with their Jointures for corjugal Com- 
fort to wild young Fellows, who mind them no more 
than they do their Eſtates, juſt take Foſſeſſion of 'em 
once, and after never come near em! And how many 
doating old Fellows marry young Girls to bring them 
Heirs, perhaps of an Enſign's getting! Nay, have not 
we ſeen a great Lady bring her Stable into her Chamber, 
and fall in love with her Horſe-keeper ? 

Sir Greg. Why, did ever Love play ſuch Jades Tricks, 
Sir? 

Cun. O thouſands! thouſands, Sir, twere endleſs to 
recite em; but you are happy in this early Warning, Sir, 


"tis well you know her, and well you have *ſcap'd her, — 
if you had married her! 


Sir Greg. O, Lord, ay! 


uu. 


me, did not you ſend him to her with a Handkerchief 
Yelterday ? 9 
Sir Greg. Ay, faith, and ſo I did, and when he came 


I / 
ſaw her give him ſuch Encouragements, that nothing but 
a Woman doating, cou'd have made her Modeſty ſubmit 
to, and the Vanity of his Conquelt it ſeems has run the 


| N her find ſome other Fool's Head to plant on 
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Cur. What a. ſwinging Stag's Head had you had in a. 
Fortnight ! | 

Sir Greg. Five a-top, I'll warrant her. — 

Cum. Een down into the Country again, Sir, and let 
Here 


J 


> comes her Unkle, not a word to him of what I've told 


you, that may breed ill Blood, Sin. 
Sir Greg. No, no, I'll diſſemble to him as ſhe does to 


me, faith——away. [Exit Cun. 
Enter Sir Oliver. 


Tho" to ſay the truth, I dare not tell him the truth, for 


fear ſhe ſhou'd break my Head for't. 
Sir OJ. Well, Sir, are you ſatisfied with my Niece now, 
ray? 
: Se Greg. O yes, Sir, perfectly, I have not the leaſt 
Scruple remaining. 3 
Sir O. I think ſhe has taken pains to convince you of 
her Inclinations. | 
Sir Greg. Lord, Sir, I'm as well ſatisfied of em, as 
if I were married to her, I don't think ſhe cou'd love me 
better if I were her Huſband. 
Sir Ol. You can't imagine how heartily you provok'd 
me, when you bely'd her Goodneſs to me You vext 
me to the Blood ! 


Sir Greg. Why, really I was a Fool, Sir, I did not 


| A know half as much of her then, as I do now. Plague 


on her. | [A.. 
Enter Niece. | 


Niece, Ha! the Favour's gone, I ſee! it muſt be Can- 
zingham that has it; how I applaud his Apprehenſion. 
his Wit has Life in it, I'll ſend him another Token for't 
immediately, and by the ſame Fool of a Mefſenger—— 
Oh! Sir Gregory, where have you been this Age? How 
cou'd you be fo long from me:? 

Sir O“. Well ſaid Niece! What fo fond before your 
3 _ «ag ſhe do in private then ? 
ir Greg. Only give me a Kick of the G ſuppoſc 
and call me Rafe Wing 


C Niece, 
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" Niece. But where's my Favour, Servant! the Love- 


knot I gave you? - | 
Sir O/. Odfo! that's true, Niece, and I never thought 
of it The Favour, Sir, the Love-knot ſhe gave you ? 
Sir Greg. Hah! e 


Sir O/ What, dumb, deaf, bewitch'd——Oons! the 


Favour, Sir. 
Sir Greg. A Pox of all Lady's Favours, I ſay, I'm ſure 
they are damn'd troubleſome to me ! The Favour, 


Sir OJ. Ay, the Favour, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Why, Sir, I was way-laid for it by three or. 
four ſwinging Bullies, and they all fix of 'em drew upon 
me at once; and look you, Sir, in ſhort Life's Life, 
and a Favour's but a Favour, and fo I parted from't. 

Niece. O unfortunate Woman! my firſt Kindneſs ſlight- 
ed thus ! | | 

Sir OJ. Oons! Sir, I muſt tell you, I am very louſily 
aſhamed of you: What the Devil have you parted with 
your common Senſe for ever? will you never come toge- 
ther again? I muſt ſeem to teaze him a little 
for now I ſee his Heart's ſet upon her, I don't know but 
I may make him take her with nothing. [Ad.] Come, 
come, Niece, twas but a Trifle- Let it paſs. 

Niece. Tis not the thing, Sir, but the manner of his 

rting with it that grieves me | 

Sir Greg. O diſſembling Gipſey! O! if I durſt but 

now, or cou'd but be believ'd when I do ſpeak, I 
cou'd tell a Tale wou'd make all her impudent Hair ſtand 
ſtrait up an end. 

Niece. Well, Sir, at your requeſt, I'll ſhew at once my 

Duty and my Love in forgetting it, and to confirm my 
Affection ſtronger yet here, Sir, pray wear this 
Diamond, and let me judge of your Sincerity by your 
keeping it. 
Sir Greg. Ah! you know it won't be long, like a cun- 
ning Witch, as you are [ Aide to her. 
Niece. You had belt part with that now as yon did with 
the Favour, 


Sir 
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Sir Greg. Yah! why ſo I had, I ſuppoſe, or T ſhall 
have but an indifferent Life on't, as you have handled 
Sir Greg. "Yah! you coaxing Bed” 


 &gir Ol. Ah! why this is as it ſhou'd be now There's 


* Maſick in this, no more words then——on Tucſday next 


prepare to tune your Inſtruments, you ſhall ſtay no longer, 


faith, Knight. DSI his Back. 
Sir Greg. Well, well, Sir, the ſooner the better. 
Sir Ol. Niece, you hear me. * 1 
Niece. I'm all Obedience, Sir Whatever you've 
Cordially. 
[Exit with Sir Ol. 
Sir Greg. Ay, ay! Plague on't I know your Mind 
to a Tittle..——Now can't I forbear laughing to hear the 


old Knight talk as familiarly of Tu:/day next, as if we re- 


miſtaken, our Wedding is as far off, as 'twas ſeven Vear 
before I ſaw ber. If be ſhou'd bring it about, I'gad he 
muſt conjure ; for if he does not raiſe the Devil to fright 


enough to board her. 


Lowers may talk of Toys. 
And pretty Toys © 
And Cong ; 
Pm ſure 4 only find 
Bobs, Blows, and Noiſe . 
In my poor Woaoing. I[LExit. 


The End of the Third Acr. 
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Tho' if I am not damnably 


me into it, I fancy I ſhall never have natural Courage. 
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ACT IV. SCENE continues 


Enter Sir Oliver, and Young Outwit. 


Sir Ol. That ever I was born ! or ſhou'd live to 
have a Son, whoſe Face is the Fore-runner 
of IIl- fortune! I never ſee thee without ſome Vexation 
at the heels of thee. I knew there was Miſchief in thy 
very Looks ; that before thy Mouth open'd, ill News 
wou'd come out on't. | 
V. Out. With Submiſſion, Sir, I think I bring you 
very good News, to give you timely Notice how you 
may ſave at once your Kinſman's Life, and the perpetual 
Infamy that his ſuffering the Law wou'd bring upon your 


Family + None of our Name were ever hang'd 
yet, Sir What a miraculous Eſcape twas that I 
heard on't ! 


Sir Ol. Ah! wou'd thou hadſt never heard on't. 

V. Out. Ay! that's true too, Sir, ſo it had never 
been done; but to ſee how critically - fortunate ſome 
People are! Sir, if I'm alive, he was carry'd to Juſtice 
Bind-over's Door, nay the Conſtable's Hand was upon 
the Knocker, and that I ſhou'd (before he had power 
to raiſe it) juſt ſtep in to his redemption, was I confeſs 
prodigious: in two Minutes more his Mittimus had 
been ſign'd for Newgate, and then at ſuch a Juncture 
too! the Seſſions on Thurſday ; condemn'd on Friday; 
Sentence on Saturday; Dungeon on Sunday, and a 
Pſalm in a Carton Monday: Terrible Tyburn Ceremonies, 
Sir. : | 
Sir OJ. Prithee no more on't— I don't like the 

Sabject Where did you leave the Wretch ? 

V. Out. He's in the Conſtable's hands, now in the 
Hall, Sir And, poor Gentleman, his Accuſer with 


Jum. 


Sir 


The Rival FooLs. 53 


Sir Ol. What is his Accuſer? _' v ' 

V. Out. Oh! a Judge's Son, they tell me, Sir; one 
that in a Fit of Malice will hang a Man, and it ſhall not 
colt him a Farthing. Ld 

Sir OJ. Ho! whithin there! 


Enter a Servant. 


Call up the Folks in the Hall. —— 1 had much hope of 
him for a Scholar too! a thing thou wert never fit for: I 
had plac'd balf the Comfort of my Lite in him. 

V. Out. If you are wiſe, he may be redeem'd yet, 
Sir. 2 
Sir Ol. Cou'd I but lop him from my Family, he 
ſhould hang for me, I'd {ave no Thief, to make the 


Proverb good upon me. | 


Euter Sir Threadbare as a Corftable, with Credulous, and 
. Lady Gentry, (as a Man.) 


Oh ! your Servant, Sir 
indeed, | 
Cre. Ah! Sir, I am a ruin'd Creature, tis true 
but don't, ah ! don't kill me quite, Sir; your Reproaches 
are as terrible as the Gallows I deſerve, Sir. 
Y. Out. Nay, good Sir, don't grieve him, and hurt 


you are in a hopeful way, 


yourſelf too. | 

Sir Ol. Hold your peace, Sir» Come but once 
in ſeven Year to ſee your Uukle, and then brought home 
by a Conſtable ? 


Y. Out. Dear Sir, don't ſpeak ſo loud, for your own 
Honour's ſake: Don't profeſs to love a Man of Wit, 
and ſhew none your ſelf, Sir. 
Sir O/, Diffolute Villain! Are you the Gentle- 
man, Sir, that ſay you were robb'd by this Perſon? _ 

L. Gen. The unfortunate one, Sir, that fell into the 
hands of four Highway. men, whereof this Fellow, whom, 
for Manners ſake, I wou'd call you Kinſman as little as - 
I cou'd, was one; the reſt are fled, but I may yet over- 
take em, Sir, and I have ſworn to hang one of em, 
tho” it coſt me five hundred Pound in the Proſecution. 


Sir Ol. O graceleſs Rogue! 


- 
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Y. Out. Not ſo loud, good Sir. 
Sir OI. Were theſe your College- Lectures theſe your 


b Sir? Nine Vears at the Univerſity for this Fel- 


lowſhip! 
V. Out. Take your Voice lower, dear Sir. 
Sir OJ. Well, Sir, what was your Loſs, pray? 
L. Cen. The Conſtable can tell you that, Sir 
the Money's yet untouch'd in his Hands; 'twas an hun- 


dred Pieces when I fill'd the Parſe, Si. but I ſha'n't 


receive it? 

Sir O/. Not receive it, pray why ſo, Sir? Don't you 
own it all you loſt? 

L. Gen. All the Money, Sir——but J had a Diamond 
Ring too, which one of his Gang took a Fancy to; it 
was the Inſtrument of a firm Contract between a great 


Lawyer's Daughter, and my ſelf. 


Y. Out. I told you what 5 was, Sir! Pray, Sir, what 
does the Diamond concern this Gentleman ? 

L Gen. As much as my Money did, Sir; he ſhall an- 
ſwer both, now I have him, or ſwing for't. | 

Y. Out. Look you, Sir don't be pert for, 
Blood! if T meet you in avocher Place 

Sir O/. Is the Devil in you? 

L. Ger. Pert Sir! 

Sir O/. Are you mad? 

V. Out. What does he mean by ſwing for't? 

L. Gent. The Gallows : If you have a mind to hear 
of me, Sir, you'll find me at the Seſſions —— Mr. Con- 
Rable ſecure your Prifoner. Death, Sir, I did not come 
here to be'brow-beaten, 

Sir OJ. Hold, Sir, pray let me ſpeak with you. | 

Cre. Ah! teat Sir; [Crying.] Ab! don't anger him, 


good Coufin. 


Sir OJ. Now who's the Fool? Was this a time, a | 


we are in his power too——Pray, Sir, what wall ſatisfy 
you ? 
L. Gen. Sir, I expe& the Sum in my Parſe unbroken, 
and an hundred Marks. 

v. Out. A hundred Raſcals. 

L. Gent. No, Sir, nor five hundred ſuch, with you at 


the head of em. 
' V. Out. 
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Y. Out. Blood! Sir——take your Courſe, you ſha'n't 


have a Shilling, 


Sir OJ. Oons! is the Fellow drunk? Do you know 
what you ſay ? 

Y. Out. A hundred Dogs-Dungs !-—Death, Sir, do 
your worſt, 

Sir OJ. You do yours, I'm ſure. Who's loud now, 
Fool ? 

Y. Out. Blood! an hundred Marks ! 

Sir Ol. Wou'd you have the Fellow hang'd ? 

Y. Out. Nay, Sir, I aſk your pardon 
what you pleaſe, but if it were my Buſineſs—if he wou'd 
not take Three-ſcore Pound, I'd ſee him rot before I'd 
give him a Farthing. 

L. Gen. Sir, I ſhall not bate you a ſingle Half-penny. 

Sir O/. And, pray Sir, what's Seven Pound more, that 
all this Coil's about it? | ey 

Y. Out. Nay, Sir, pleaſe your ſelf, if you don't think 
Seven Pound worth ſaving, with all my Heart. 

Sir O/. What's that to you, Sir, ſave your own Mo- 
ney——'twou'd be mighty wiſe indeed, in ſuch a Caſe as 
this, wou'd not it? Go, Mr. V iſdam, live by your Wits, 


o. 

Y. Out. I practiſe all I can, Sir. | 

Sir Ol. Blockhead !—Sir, if you pleaſe to walk into the 
next Room, I'll pay you the Money, and Mr. Conftable, 
pray do you be Witneſs of the full Satisfaction. 

Y. Out. Hark you, Sir; fince you will play the fool 
one way, be wile another, at leaſt; don't give your Mo- 
ney for nothing, for it's all loſt if you don't ſtop the Con- 
fable's Mouth too. | 
Sir O]. Dear, Mr. Inpertinence, keep your Wiſdom for 
your own Affairs Why cou'd thy thick Skull imagine 
now ] did not deſign to do that of myſelf—As for you, my 
precious Kinſman, whom I deſign'd for a Hei Paſtor, I 
will now turn out like a wild Goat, to graze upon the 

We! Mountains—go—will you pleafe, to walk this way, 
Gentlemen? If I had been rul'd by you now. 
[Ex. Sir Ol. La. Gen. and Conſtable, 

V. Out. I am very ſorry for your Misfortune, Couſim. 


C - | Cre. 


you may do 


| 
/ 
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Cre, O Dear! O Miſerable ! What will become of 


me ? 
Y. Out. I'm thinking what Courſe of Life you can 
turn your ſelf to. 


Cre. O! Good Sir! I wou'd turn to any thing that's 


honeſt. 

V. Out. Ay, that's the thing, Sir. Honeſt ! why you'll 
ſtarve in any Buſineſs of that kind. 

Cre. Why then, can you think of any other thing, 
Couſin, that you are ſure a Man can't be found cut in? 

Y. Out. Nay, that's not the thing neither; for a 
Man may be a profeſt Rogue, if he has but induftry 


and Aſſurance enough to go thro' with it; if you were 


but Clerk to ſome Saburb Juſtice of Peace now —or 
Informer to the Society or it's a mighty matter 
to have the Protection of the Law 

Cre. Ay, ſo it is, indeed, Couſin ; I believe they'd 
find me for their purpoſe ; for tho” I ſay it, I am a Man 
of very reform'd Principles. 

V. Out. I'll think of ſomething for you. 

Cre. Pray let it be ſafe tho', good Couſin. 

V. Out. I'll warrant you. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Maſter Credulous, your Unkle deſires you to 
forbear the Houſe, and has order'd me to take you a 
Lodging of Twelve pence a Week, in Thicwing- Lane, 
and when the Servants have din'd, he ſays he'll ſend 
your Diet, every day from their Table. 

Cre. Ab! this is an unfortunate Welcome, Couſin. 

V. Out. *Tis fo indeed I'll do what I can for you. 

Cre. Do you think, Couſin, I cou'd not pick up a 
penny by writing a News-Paper ? 

Y. Out Humh ! Why that's a good thing too; but 
I'm afraid, Couſin, your Invention is not quick enough 
for that; but I'll think of it. 

Cre. Pray ye, do——You'll bring my Couſin word 
where I lodge. & 

Serv. Yes, Sir 

V. Out. I'll come and viſit you. 

Cre. Ah! Couſin, you are the only Friend I have 

in 


—_—-- 
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in the World now Good by. [Exit Credulous, 
$54 | and Servant. 

v. Out. So! This was the luckieſt Cheat I e'er 
claim'd- ſhare in; of double Profit too - Puts Money in 
my Pocket, and him out of Favour, that ſtood between 


me and my Expectation: My Father's Cambridge Jewel, 


much ſuſpected to be his Heir; now I think there's a 
Bar in's Hopes. 


Enter Sir Threadbare, and Lady Gentry, with Money. 


Sir Thr. It chinks, it chinks; make haſte, Boy. 
L. Gen. Where ſhall we meet ? 


Y. Out. Meet! Death! we'll never part let me 


| Z kiſs thee, dear Rogue, thou halt perform'd to a Miracle 
F by Mercury, I thou'd dwell. upon thy Lips ſor 
erer. | [Xia her. 


Sir Tr. Hold, hold, Sir, that's no part of the Booty. 
L. Gen. What have you to do to bid him hold 
Cau'd not I have done it my {elf ? 
Sir r. Ay, but if you ſhou'd. have forgot, you 
know, Spouſe—— - 
L. Gen. Pſhaw At the old Place in Sz. Giles. 
V. Out. I'll be with you in half an Hour. [Ex. Sir 
Thr. and L. Gen. 


Enter Cunningham and Mirabel. 


Mir. It ſeems then, Sir, I'm deceiv'd! why, I have 
been told by twenty People, you were directly in love 
with me. 

Cux. No, you're not deceiv'd, for J dare ſwear you 
did not believe any one of em. 

Mir. That's more than you know, perhaps. 

Cun. I'm ſure on't— for xhen Men {ay they love 
without hope, they lye. Now, pray lay your Hand 
upon your Heart, and tell me, did you ever give me 
the leaſt Encouragement.? | 

Mir. Now, Sir, pray lay your Hand upon the fame - 
place, and-tell me, did I ever ſhew you any iign of my 
Diſlike ? 

Cun, Perhaps o but if you had, I might: 

e. 2 x have. 
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have cur'd that by Flattery ; but you do worſe, you ſhew 
Indifference, and that's the Devil to get over. 
Mir. How do you know but a little Flattery may | 
cure that too. What the Duce, have I nothing about 
me that deſerves a civil thing to be ſaid to it? 5 
Cum. Have I any thing about me, Madam, that de- 
ſerves to be laugh'd at ? 
Mir. Vou are the moſt phlegmatick Creature. * 
Can. And you are the merrieſt Gentlewoman. | : 


[ Leering, 

Mir. Suppoſe I really loved you, Sir. 

Cun. Why then, if I were not very phlegmatick, you'd 
be ruin d; for tis Six to Four I ſhould like you; and if | 
I ſhou'd marry you, I ſhou'd ruin my ſelf. 

Ker Are you then really ſo indifferent as you ſeem to 

? | 

Can. Are you not wiſer than you ſeem to be? 

Mir. Why, what ails me ? 

Cur. You ſeem to me, either to be out of your own ö 
Wits, or think me out of mine: Now if you'll give me 
leave, I'll propoſe a thing to you, which muſt, at leaſt, 
prove one of us mad, if we ſhou'd not agree to it; tho' 
don't ſuppoſe at the ſame time, I don't think you a 
very pretty Creature; but I wou'd have you a wiſe 
One too. | 

Mir. Pray inſtru me, Sir. 

"Can. Why, you know Lucinda and Sir Gregory are 
deſign'd to marry one another, and have both a great 
deal of Money ; now you and 1 having very little, do 
you think it wou'd not be better, if you took Sir Gre- 
gory, and I Lucinda? 

Mir. Nay the thing wou'd be more rexſontble, con- 
feſs; but how are they to be taken? that's the Que- 
ſtion. 1 
Cun. As they do Woodcocks, in a Springe: Rely * 
you upon my Conduct, I'll ſecure you the Knight; in 
the mean time you muſt help me to crack the Shell of the 
Lady's Coyneſs, by wearing this Favour, 

Mir. Why, ſhe ſent it to you! 

Cuz, Therefore you muſt wear iI find her 

a 
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a little hard in coming to, and have no way but Jealouly, 
to extort a plain Confeflion in my favour. 

Mir. Well, I'll wear it, do you look to che conſe- 
quence. 

Cun. I'll warrant you Now you have Senſe—— 
Odſo ! here comes the Knight meet me here in 
a quarter of an Hour, I'll give Inſtructions (that are in- 
fallible) about him 

Mir. Then I'll own you have Senſe. [Exit Mir, 


Enter Sir Gregory. 


Sir Greg. O dear Cunningham / I am overjoy'd I have 


found thee ; I have been hunting for thee, till I'm all 
overin a Sweat. | 
Cun. What's the matter, Sir? 


Sir Greg. O Man ! I want ſome more of thy friendly 


Advice have got a Diamond here, which I dare as 
well be burn'd as keep, and for the Heart's Blood of me, 
I don't know where to find its Maſter. 

Cun. No; that's hard, faith 

Sir Greg. It does belong to ſome body, I'm ſure 
a Plague on him, wou'd he had it, for I'm all over in a 
bath while it's about me, and he that ſent it too is ſo 
damnable waſpiſh,. I had as good run my Eyes into the 
Fire, as look her in the Face till I have parted with it. 

Cun. Ha! from Lucinda, my Life on't—let's ſee, — 


[Looking on the Ring.] O ho! my Friend, have I found 


you faith I'gad this was lucky. 

Sir Greg, Hah! What dear Cunningbam? 
4 Cun. Do you ſee that little Flaw in the corner Sparkle, 

ir ? 

Sir Greg. Where ! where, pray? 

Cun. Why there, juſt at the South-Eaſt End of the 
North Angle. 

Sir Greg. O lay! Ay, I ſee't now: 


Cun. This is that very Ring, Sir, that ſo much Blood 


15 threatned to be ſhed for. 
Sir Greg. Hah ! ; [ Frighted. 
Cir. A Tun at leaſt. 
Sir Greg. O law! why that's more than a Man has in 
his whole Body. Can. 
un. 
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Cur. What a prodigious Eſcape have you had, that 
this ſnou'd fall firſt into my Hands? | 
4 5 Greg. O dear, ay! well, am I diſcharg'd on't | 

en e f 
Cun. My Life for yours, now Sir — [Draws. © 
Sir Greg. O law! What are you a doing ? F, 

Cur. What a Man of Prudence ſhou'd do, Sir IM 
ſtand upon my Guard while I have it about me——— 7? 
let him come to my Face, I dare the Raſcal. 7 


Sir Greg, Well! what a Comfort tis to have a Friend FY 


behind one's Back: I ſwear, dear Cunningham, I am 
almoſt aſham'd to ſee thee venture thy Life thus for me: 
Ods-heart! my Blood riſes to ſee thy Courage. Od! Ot 
I'll draw, and ftand by thee, tho' I fright my ſelf never 
ſo much for't. 3 

Cun. By no means, Sir: More than One to One's a 
diſhonourable Feat. 

Sir Greg. I'my Conſcience I ſhall owe my Life to 
thee. | 

Can. You over-rate my Service, Sir tho' T own I 
have been thinking of a Thing that wou'd really deſerve 
your Thanks. Suppoſe, Sir, I ſhou'd get your Miſtreſs 
for you ? | 

Sir Greg. Ah! dear Friend, there I'm afraid thy 
Good-WAHPs bigger than thy Wit. | 

Cn. Why does ſhe abuſe you ſtill, Sir? 

Sir Greg. O moſt dammably ! Every time worſe than 
ether: And yet that old Fool, Sir Oliver, thinks as con- 
fidently the Day holds on TA,, as if ſhe did not wiſh 
me at the Devil: Sir, ſhe's ſo familiarly us'd to call me 
Names, that, I believe, in the very Church Ceremony, 
ſhe'd fay, J, ſuch a one, take thce Rogue, to be my wwedded 
Raſcel. 

Can. Well, Sir, dare you leave all to me yet? 
Sir Greg. Faith, that's juſt leaving nothing to thee—— 

for I have no more Hopes of her, than a Drummer has 
of a Regiment I may put her in mind of her Duty, 
but I ſhall never command her. 

Cuz. I'll warrant you, Sir, I have a Device ſhall con- 
tract her to you, whether ſhe Will or no, and that hen 
me leaſt thinks on't. 


Cir 
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Sir Greg. That's the only way, indeed; for if ever 
ſhe thinks on't, you'll as ſoon perſuade a Bear to the 
Stake, - or a gaming Lord to wave his Privilege to a 
Tradeſman. | we 

Cun. She ſeems kind in publick, at leaſt? | 

Sir Greg. O law! yes, Sir, before Company ſhe'll . 
wheedle, coax, and lye, like a Miſs to her Keeper; but 
in private ſhe is as wild, as fierce and curſt as a Cat in a 
Garret. 


Cun. Still the greater will my Friendſhip prove 
Look you, Sir, here's a Letter which I had juſt writ to 
her in your Behalf, give it your ſelf, and if you don't im- 
mediately find an Abatement of her Severity to you, fay 
I have deceiv'd you. 

Sir Greg. I'll give it her this Minute——and-if thou 
makeſt thy Words good, I'll give it under my Hand, 
that thou haſt more Wit than a Conjurer [ Exit. 

Cur, Ha, ha! how greedily the Gudgeon gohbles a 
Cheat ? | 


Enter Mirabel. 


O! you are come in time. 

Mir. Well, Sir, what Succeſs? 

Cun. Follow the Knight, watch him cloſe; you'll 
ſee him give a Letter preſently from me to the Lady 
when ſhe nas read it, do you enter, and aſk him if he 
has not one for you, which, as he well may, he'll cer- 
tainly deny; no matter, do you affirm he has, and 
from that Hint, work up her Jealouſy ; yet ſeem fearful 
of. diſcovering Names, till you affect a Frudence in re- 
tiring. 

Mor. What a malicious Creature do you make me? 

Cun. What a. Saint wou'd you make your ſelf now? 
Can you make me believe you don't a litile naturally 
hate a Woman that has ſaid you have a Face as brown 
and rough as a French Rell; and tho* you have been 
beating up for a Huſband theſe two Years, yet you have 
not rais'd. one Man that wou'd. ever put you to. the 
Queſtion. 

Mir. Did you. hear her ſay ſo? 

Cun. And ten Feople more, at the ſame time. 


Mir. 
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Mir. Better be beating up for a Huſband, than beaten 
down to the Price of the firſt Man that does aſk her the 
Queſtion, as ſhe is by you, Sir. 

un. Poor ſpiteful Animal 22 Look ye, Ma- 
dam, the more liberty you take wich her, the ſooner you 
finiſh my Project, and give me leiſure to bring yours to 
perfection. 

Mir, I ſhall return the Liberties ſhe takes, I believe. 

Cun. The way's before you. | 

Air. Awry | Hah, hah. Exit. 

Cun. So! ſhe's in fine order for my Buſineſs, which, 
barring the Devil's ſtepping in between, I think cant 
fail Hey day! What have we here! Another Fool, 
the very Spawn of his Maſter, and, if poſſible, more 
ridiculous. - 


Enter Simple, fantaſtically dreft. 


Sim. Sir, I am your obedient humble Servant. Pray, 
Sir, can you do me the favour to inform me how the 
Party does ? 

Can. The Party! He takes me for a Scrivener ſure 
— Pray, Sir, which of the Parties do you mean 

Sim. Excuſe me, Sir, I name no Names 
but T am under ſome Obligations to a certain Party, and 
wou'd willingly bring Matters to a concluſion, but, really, 
I don't find that I have heard from em. 

Cun. Oh! upon my Life, I know her, 

Sim. Not ſrom me, Sir, you don't hear me name 
ber ; know what you can, talk a whole Day with me, 
you'll be ne'er the wiſer, you'll find nothing come from 
me, Sir. 

Cun. I dare ſay, Sir, no body will expect it; but, 
really, you are ſo remarkably honourable in your A- 

mour, that all the World talks of your Secrecy, I mean 

to Sir Oliver's Niece, Sir. 

Sim. Sir, you aftoniſh me! I thought all the World 
had known her Name was a Secret. 

Cun. That's the Reaſon ſo many —_—_— whiſper it, 
Sir. 

* Sim, Well, Sir, they can't ſay it came from my Lips, 
however: But, Sir, I have been inform'd in my late 
re- 


— 
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retir'd Walks, twixt Paddington and Pancra/5, that 
there have been certain Favours 'and Tokens ſent me 
from the Party, (whom, you can witneſs I never nam'd) - 
and theſe Tokens, Sir, really, have never come near 
me. 

Cun. How | Pray, Sir, what were the Tokens ? 

Sim. A Love-Knot and a Diamond, Sir . 
Really, the thing is not well I am apprentenſive 
of ſome diſhonourable Practice againſt me. 

Cun. Sir, your Apprehenſion's good, and if you'll take 
my Word, Sir Gregory is the Man that wrongs you ; 
meer Spite and Envy of your Succeſs with his Miſtreſs : 
For when you were at Paddington, he intercepted the 
Gifts at Pancraſs. 

Sim. Traytor ! His Miſtreſs too! Poor Animal! He 
had never known what it was to appear like a Gentle- 
man, but that I ſometimes, in. pure Friendſhip, us'd to 
dreſs him -Sir, do you think I ought not to de- 
mand the Combat of* him ? 

Cun. Troth the Wrong deſerves it, Sir ; but if you 
cou'd be reveng'd of him without that Hazard, wou'd it 
not be better ? 

Sim. Sir, I fear no Hazard, where the Honour of 


the Party is concern'd ; beſides, know him to be a rank 


Coward. 

Cun. Nay, then a Man might venture : But how will 
the Lady bear the Apprehenſion of your Danger? 

Sim. Why, really, that gives me ſome Concern ; And 
tis poſſible the Fright might kill her; therefore 1 don? t 
know if a private Revenge wou'd not do the thing alto- 
gether as well. Pray, Sir, what was your Propoſal ? 

Cun. Why thus, Sir; I have already promis'd to con- 
tract him to Mrs. Lucinda, your Miſtreſs, by a Device; 
now when he thinks he has bobb'd you of the Lady, 
you ſhall ſtand behind the Arras, and be a Witneſs 
- his being bobb'd, by my putting a falſe Lady upon 

im. 

Sim, Sir, deſtroy me, but this wou'd make me laugh 
immoderately. 

Can, We'll fob him, Sir, here's my Hand on't, 


Sim. 


64 The Rival Fools. 
Sin. Sir, no Perſon alive wou'd be more tranſported to 
ſee him well fobb'd, than my ſelf > But now you talk of 
Fobbing, Sir, really, I muſt tell you, I begin to wonder 
why the Lady does not ſend for me, as well as to me, ac: 
cording to her Word of Honour ; for, I proteſt, I have 
kept out of Town (to keep my Word)'theſe:two Days, 
on purpoſe to be ſent for: And, really, upon my Credit 
Lock you, not to make a Jeſt of the Thivg, ot” 7 
I am almoſt ſtarv'd with. walking. 

Cun. O! Walking gets a Stomach, Sir. | 

Sim. Ay, but then it gets one no Proviſions,. Sirg not 
but I have had a Stomach too, but then I loſt it again, and 
got it a again, as often, Sir, as a Man ſhall get. and loſe the 
Sight of Paul's, in a Walk to Chelſea. 

Can, W.hy don't you go to her your felf, Sir? 

Sim. Sir, there's a Trifle call'd.a Vow has paſs'd be- 
tween us to the contrary, which renders the Thing im- 
poſſible ; But, Sir, ſhall I beg the favour of you, if you 
meet the Lady's Footman running beſore her empty, 
Coach, in an Orange ta ny, Livery, that you wou'd di- 
rect him and the Horſes now to. Mington, for I can't but 
think ſhe will ſend for me yet. 

Cun. Sir, I'lt n do it You are going 


thither? 
Sim. This very Minute, Sir, and ſhall n't return till 


ſent for; and there he'li certainly find me; looking upon 


the Pipes and Whililing, [ Exit. 
(un. Ha, ha! A pretty Amuſement for a Lover, truly, 
tho” I think there's but little Difference in the beſt of us. 
But now to my own Affair The Favour and the Ring, 
give me fair Hopes, indeed 
They foou'd be Signs of bur Affeftitn's Trusb, 
But I muſt ftill purſue my. ſurer Prof, . [Exit., 
Enter Niece,:and Sir Gregory. 


Niece. A Letter for me! tis impoſhble! no body of 
common Senſe cou'd ſuppoſe I'd receive it from thy. 
Hand Why wilt. thou follow me, to provoke me 
ail to abuſe thee? 4 

. 
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Sir Greg, Look ye, Forſooth, don't you be too huffy 
neither, leſt upon reading that Letter you ſhou'd find 
Reaſon to think better of me, and then look like a Fool 
for all the confident Things you have ſaid and done to 
me. 

Niece. Prithee, dear Ideot, don't have ſo much Aſſu- 
rance is it not enough I do thee the Grace to receive 
this from thy Hands, (a Thing that almoſt makes me ſick 
to do) but you muſt talk too ? 

Sir Greg: Well, well, Mrs. Frumps, do you read the 4 
Letter, pray, and then your Tongue will run another = 
Tune, I believe. 

Niece. Stand away farther farther yet —— 
you ill-manner'd Changeling——did not you ſee I was 
going to read it? 

Sir Greg. Oh! oh! I may ſtay in your Sight at leaſt; 
you did not uſe to endure me in the ſame Room: The 
2 Superſcription has done ſome Good upon you, I 
ee. 

Niece. Ha! 'tis Cunningbam's Hand! but what an odd 
Direction 'tis—To the Faireſi in the Family——I thick 
I may venture to take it to my ſelf without Vanity I 
wrong his Wit to doubt it. How pleaſant tis to make 
this Fool the mutual Meſſenger of our amorous Secrets, 
and his own Diſquiet. [ Afede. 


Sir Greg. O ho! the nods at me already: Ah! it will 
all come in time. 28] 
Niece. Is it poſſible thou canſt laugh yet? I wou'd have 
undertook to have kill'd a Spider with leſs Venom than I 

have ſpit at thee. | | 

Sir Greg. Pſhaw ! I don't mind you now, mun. Read 
your Letter, will you? 

Niece. Back then, Owl's-Face [Reads.}) Take 
it as a Proof of Love, that for your Sake 1 marti/y another”s 
Vanity: A Felly that needs but little Art to flatter it, and 
yet, if rightly us'd, may ſerve 
Sir Ol. [Within] My Niece ? why there ſhe is, 
in the next Room. | 

Niece. Ha! my Unkle's coming! Sir Gregory / 
why do you keep that Diſtance? you did not uſe to be ſo 
ſtrange 26 

Sir 
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Sir Greg. Ah, ah, ah, your Servant, Forſooth, what 


is your proud Stomach come down then? And now, 


Madam, I have a Word or two to throw in your Ear 


— 


Niece. He don't come yet; why thou ſaucy Iſſue of 
ſome marching Granadiers! how dareſt thou offer to 
come near me, tho' I call'd thee ? I'll make thee know, 
that to obey's as criminal as to contradict me. 

Sir Greg, Ads-haſh, Madam ! you'll find I won't take 


things as I have done: I'll contradict you in ſpite of N 


your teeth, and obey you to plague you, and you ſhall 
obey me, tho” I plague my ſelf ; for I'll marry you whe- 
ther you will or no; nay, tho' I have no mind to it my 
ſelf : Only for the Trick's fake, I'll trick, Madam, and 
make you as miſerable a Wife, as you wou'd me a horri- 
ble Huſband ; and there's the Reſolution of a provok'd 
Lover, that in pure Revenge will throw himſelf away 
upon you. [ Going. 
Niece. The Fool begins to talk Reaſon. 


Enter Mirabel. 


Mir. Sir Gregory, your Servant! pray, Sir, have you 
no Letter for me ? | 

Sir Greg. Not I, Madam I brought one from 
Mr. Cunningham to Mrs. Miſerable there, that ſhall be, 
and ſo your Servant.  [Exit. 

Mir. I am afraid, Madam, Sir Gregory has made a 
Miſtake, and has given you my Letter. 

Niece. Ha! what do I ſee! the very Favour I ſent 
him, I am confounded ——— but will ſeem as uncon- 
cern'd as ſhe. [4fige.) You have a mighty pretty Ribbon 
here The very fame—Pray where might you buy it? 

Mir. Really, Madam, I don't know [ was only 
deſired by a Friend to wear it But had you any 
Letter tho? | 
. Niece. Yes—l vow it's very pretty——ſome Lover' 
Preſent, I preſume. | 
Mir. One, that wou'd have me think he's a Lover 
448 Madam, was not there ſome Miſtake in that 

etter? | 


Niece. 


Look you, Madam, in the firſt place———— | 


me wor aisc 


phat 
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Niece. My Heart's too full to anſwer her——T'll give 
it her, and ſeem ignorant of all O dear, yes, he 
gave me a Letter, Icon d not imagine from whom——T 
have open'd it too, and if you had not come, was juſt 
going to read it. | 

Mir. Nay there's no Harm, Madam. [| Read; to Her- 

Niece. Can he then be the Villain that he ſeems ? 
He is—The Subject of the Letter too confirms him fo ! 
Where's all my Pride of Spirit now, that ought to tear 
him from my Heart; Abus'd, and made the Stale, the 
Property of another's Hope] Confuſion | how ſhe ſmiles 
in Triumph o'er my Folly ! A 

Cunningham a? the Door. 
Cun. So! my Mine ſacceeds, I ſee! the Train has 
taken ! "twill bounce anon. 
Mir. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Niece. O Torture to my Face! ſure ſhe dares not 
own her Treachery, Your Letter ſeems to pleaſe you, 
Madam. 

Mir. Yes, truly, I can't but laugh to ſee how ſome 
People's Vanity expoſes 'em ; and how ridiculouſly 
Women of little or no Beauty will rail at thoſe, that 
really have it. 

Niece. Has any Body rail'd at you, Madam ? 


Mir. Um -a little ! My Features did not pleaſe 
'em, it ſeems. My Face was only a French Roll or fo 
Ha, ha, ha 


Niece. Ha! the very Words I ſaid to Cunningham ! 
Betray me too 

Mir. And yet the Perſon that they thought liked 
theirs better, is Fool enough, it ſeems, to find ſome- 
thing in my Face, that they have not, poor Creature! 
ha, ha, ha ! 

Niece, He's here ! he dares not own it ſure. 


| Cunningham enters. | 
_ Can, I hope, Madam, you receiv'd my Letter. [To 
* | Mir. 
| Mir, I had this Moment read it, Sir. 
Nizce, Nay, then he dares be any thing———The 
Proof's too plain, Cur, 
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Cun. And may I flatter my ſelf that my ExpeQa- 
tion's anſwer'd. N 6 

Mir. If that Lady's Uneaſineſs is any Evidence, you 
may. 
Cun. Then you think I may laugh ſecurely? 

Mir. Ay, and heartily ! ha, ha, ha 

Gun. Ha, ha, ha! 

Niece. Ungrateful ! perjur'd Wretch ! 

Cun. Madam 

Niece. O] thou haſt wrong' d the tendereſt Heart that 
ever liſten'd to the faithleſs Vows of Man. | 

Can, I had little Reaſon to think ſo from the Encou- 
ragement I ſaw you give two Fools before my Face. 

Niece, I learnt from thee before that ſervile Artifice of 
diſſembling: But tell me, was I then credulous and vain, 
to think your Vows ſincere? O! I had fill'd the Meaſure 
of my Hopes in thee, my Duty, Intereſt, Friends, and 
Fortune not conſider'd, when thy ſuppos'd Fidelity de- 
manded 'em. | 

Cun. Suppoſe me then no more the Thing I ſeem'd 
but as your Heart, your Hopes, and tendereſt Wiſhes 
would create me, yours fincerely, and only yours. I 
knew there was no other way at once to give my Hopes 
a Certainty —but this, this innocent Deceit of ſeem- 
ing falſe to ſtir your Jealouſies; and if you don't applaud 
the Stratagem, you wrong the Heart you now complain'd 

Niece. Is't poſſible ? 
Mir. Ev'n ſo indeed, Madam, and if you don't pardon 
my Part of the Jeſt we made of you——T'll ſwear you'll 
allow no body Wit but yourſelf, | 
* "Niece. Well! you have fool'd me fairly; but how ſhall 
J make you amends? 5 
Cu. That's eafily done; you ſhall make me a Huſ- 
band, and I have engag'd Sir Gregory ſhall make her an- 
other; when I am a little recover'd from the Surprize of 
my good Fortunc, I'll tell you how. 
. Thus tho) ador'd, the Fair-One falſely coy, 


That would wwith Doubts the Lover's Hope deftlroy, 
Once touch d with Fealouſy confirms his Jay. 


| | [Exeunt, 
The End of the Fourth Act. 
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SCENE Cunningham's Lodgings. 


Enter Cunningham, J. Outwit, Priſcian, and Sir 
Threadbare. 


Cur. Ou'll pardon me, dear Outævit, that I did not 

before truſt you with my Deſign upon your 
Couſin Lucinda: But fince you have told me how I may 
ſerve you in this new Attempt upon your Father, I have 
not now the leaſt Fear or Doubt remaining. 

V. Out. Faith, I can't blame your Caution, in ſo cri- 
tical a Point; but I am glad I have it in my Power to 
ſerve you, not only for our old Acquaintance ſake, but the 
Pleaſure too of biting my Father; nay, I'll make him 
pay the very Muſick to your Wedding: Is the Concert 
ready, Knight? 

Sir 7hr. Oh, Sir, we are half the Concert ourſelves; 
we two are the Tabor and Pipe, that muſt make his Purſe 
dance out of his Pocket. 

Prif. Yes, Sir, you'll find us & cantare pares, & re- 
ſpondere parati. 

Y. Out. Say you ſo, my Lads; faith, we'll fng Harveſt 
home with a melodious Horn-pipe. 

Sir Thr, My Wife has engag'd to bring the Ladies. 

Y. Out. And [I'll undertake the young Coxcombs ſhall 
follow 'em. | i 

Sir Thr. But 'tis Time, Gentlemen, we were tuning 
our Inſtruments. 

V. Out. Let's away from the back Door. Adieu. 

Priſ. F iſtula dulce canit, volucres dum decipit auceps. 

[Exit J. Out. Sir ' hr. and Priſ. 


Enter 


70 The Rival Fools. 


Enter Servants with a Banquet. 


Can. So!] very well——Reach me the black Goun— 
Are none of the Gueſts come yet ? E 

gero. Yes, Sir, I believe there's one below in the 
Parlour now. 

Cun. What is he? | 

Serv. Really, Sir, I can't be poſitive ; but I ſuſpect 
him to be a Fool, that ſome Pawn-broker's old Faſhion MM ' 
Clothes have made half a Gentleman: I think he ſaid 
his Name was Simple. ; 

Cun. The very Perſon I wanted, ſhew him up im- 
mediately. 

Serv. He's here, Sir. 

Cur. Ah! Monfieur Simple! moſt opportunely wel- 
come ! you are come in the very Criſis of your Revenge, 
J expect Sir Gregory every Minute! Well, how is it? 

Sim, Periſh me, Sir, if I am not in a very untoward 
Condition, for between Love, and Cold and Hunger. 
and one thing or other, I am really almoſt ſtarv'd, Sir 
Pray, Sir, has not this unkind Lady ſent for me i 
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yet ? 

Can. Truly, not that I hear, Sir! I fancy there 
ſome unfriendly Meſſenger imploy'd between you. 

Sim. Why then it muſt be ſo; for in all Appearan- 
ces, I'm poſitive the Lady muſt be a Perſon of Honour ; 
and could not have fo little Wit, as to think to make 
a Fool of me But really I was never ſo cold fince 
my firſt peeping into the World ; that River is exceſ- 
five bleak, and in my conſcience, J have been ſeven 
Miles in length upon the Banks of it ; where really, Sir, 
I believe I have not ſeen leſs than five thouſand Stickle- 
backs. And I am really of opinion, that there are 
Gudgeons too Miller's-thumbs I ſaw in vaſt 
Quantities, I believe I told above fourſcore Pl 
make a little bold with your Sweet- meats. 

Cun. And welcome, Sir. 

Sim, Tis ſtrange now, I have really no Taſte in any 
thin 

c. O! Love, Sir, diſtracts every thing, but itſelf. 
[Servant iſpers.)] Udſo! I have News for you. 
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Sim. For me! what is it, for this Plum's ſake? 
Cun. Nay, hear me, Sir. | 5 
Sim, F'll warrant you, Sir, I have two Ears to one 

Mouth, I hear more than I eat, Sir 
Cun. Sir Gregory's come, and you ſhall ſee him fobb'd 

immediately. a 
Sim. No ! that would be an immoderate Pleaſure. 
Cun. Stand unſeen there but two Minutes, and I'll 

find an Opportunity to call you in, and place you at the 

Table with the Lady I deſign to ſham upon him. 
Sim. Sir could not I drink firſt ? 

Cun. By and by, Pl put her Health to you 

Here he comes, away. 


Enter Sir Gregory. 


Sir Gregory! your moſt faithful humble Servant. This 
is indeed the greateſt Honour was ever done to my 
poor Habitation. | 

Sir Greg. Phoo! prithee pox of Complements, Man, 
I'll do thee this Honour every Day of the Week when 
I'm married, but my Head's upon other things now ; for 
to tell you the truth, I am up to the Ears in Love and 
Spite. | 

Pe. Soft! the Lady's in the next Room if 
ſhe ſhould hear you, all's unravell'd. : 

Sir Greg. Ad ! 'twas well you told me; for I was juſt 
going to baul out how terribly I ſhould laugh at her, 
when I have got her whether ſhe will or no. 

Cun. Oh! but don't uſe her too ſeverely neither. 

Sir Greg. No, no, I'll only vex her a little, or ſo. 

Cun. Hang it, ev'n forgive her all. 

Sir Greg, No, faith! I muſt crab her, ſhe muſt be 


- vinegar'd ! I long dearly to fetch a little Verjuice out of 


her; for you know ſhe has been damnably ſaucy to me. 
(un. O] you'll ſoon tame her. 

Sir Greg. So I will, faith; for before I bed her, I'll 
very fairly fee her Legs tied to the two bottom Poſts, 
her Hands to the Head-board, and a Gag in her Mouth, 
that ſhe may neither kick, bite, baul, ſcratch, nor run 
away, 

Cun, 
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Cur. For all this, I ſhall ſee you and your Lady live 

as quietly at two Tortoiſes. 

Sir Greg. Nay, it's all one to me, whether we do or no; 
ſhe may be a Tortoiſe, for ought I know, at the bottom, 
but hitherto, I am ſure, I have ſeen nothing of it in her, 
but a damn'd thick Shell, 

Cun. Well, Sir! now to the Proof on't. — 

Soft Mufick.] That's the Signal of her Approach 
ome, Sir, get into this Gown with me, put your Right 
Hand through this Sleeve Mind you your Part, 
and I'll warrant her your own. 
Sir Greg. Well, faith! this will be pure! Now I be- 
gin to ſmoak it ; do you place her in that Chair, and I 
warrant you, . Ill grope her out. 


Cun. Here ſhe comes lie ſtill, 
Enter Mirabel. 


Lady, this homely Roof, and coarſer Entertainment, are 


too much honour'd by ſo fair a Preſence; but where 
ſincere Affections are both Hoſt and Geſt, the Place takes 
little from their full Delight. 


Enter Simple. 


This only F nend I have made bold t'invite, to be the 
private Witneſs of our contracted Faith. 

Mir. Your Friend's moſt welcome, Sir; and when 
our Hands are link'd in that firm Chain, that muſt unite 
us ever, Fame ſhall belye my Virtue, if e'er it ſpeaks 
me but an obedient Wife; in witneſs of this Truth,- I 
yield my Hand. 

Can. And thus devoutly I receive it. 

Mir. O! you graſp me, Sir, too hard. 

Cun. Think it but a Lover's Zeal, and pardon it. 

[ 1/rae. 

Mir. Poor Sir Gregory / methinks I pity him! how 
ſtrangely would he rave to ſee this Interview? 

Cun. O] you're ſtill too much concern'd for bim: 
| You know he gave his Intereſt up to me, and ſhou'd you 
pity one that ſlights you ? 

Mir. That Thought, indeed, revives my Reſolution 
— No more Delays then, but for ever make me 
yours, Cun. 


da 
h. 
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Car Thus hen - 2 | 

Sim. Hold, Sir, begging your fair Lady's Pardon too 
—— — ive me leave firſt, at leaſt, in one friendly 
fowing Glaſs, to particularize my ſeparate Satisfaction, 
that I conceive at this time in your united Felicity, and 
that ridiculous Animal, Sir Gregory's eternal Dilappoint- 
"ment. 

Mir. Since tis your Friend's Propoſal, Sir, [ Pledge 
N. . 

Gur. Tis kindly effer'd. 

Sim, Deſtroy me, but ſuch a Banquet once a- week, 
wou'd make me grow fat in a Fortnight, [Afedr, 
But, pray Sir, now proceed in your Ceremony. 

Can. Thus then—Before the ſacred Poauers above, 

J join this plighted Hand in Bonds of Love; 
2 wwith this Hand the Heart that owns the ſame, 
To burn for ever in this ſacred Flame: 
With Hand and Heart 1 yield my Fortune too, 
And all the Rights that to a Wife are due: 
And this firm Vow for mutual Life ſhall fland, 
Trrevocably ſeal'd with Heart and Hand. 

Sim. Well, now could I walk bare-foot to Berawick, 
and back again, and laugh at this Jeſt all the way, with- 
out baiting. [ Afede. 

Mir. Thus too—Befare the ſacred Powers above, 

T join this plighted Hand in Bonds of Lowe e 

And with this Hand the Heart that owns the ſame, 
To burn for ever in this ſacred Flame: \ 
With Hand and Heart I yield my Fortune too, 

And ail the Rights that are a Huſband's due : 

And this firm Vow for mutual Life fball fland, 
irrevocably ſeal'd with Heart and Hand. 

Sir Greg, Ha, ha, ha! Faith, and fo it ſhall, Ma- 
dam, for here's the Hand that owns the Heart that you 
have ſworn to obey. 


Cun. And, Faith, Sir Gregory, here's Witneſs of the 
Contract. 


Sir Greg, Now, now, what Names have you to call 
me, pray ? 


Mir, Huſband, Sir. 


. Sir 
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Sir Greg. [Coming out of the Gown,) Hah ! Ods- 
nails! I am Ae wrong' d, fool'd, abus'd. 

Sim. Extremely fobb'd, indeed, Sir. 
Cun. Why, aa not I tell you, Sir, you ſhou'd fad 
her another Woman? 

Sim. Nay, ſhe is not the ſame, Knight 
witneſs ; ; ha, ha 

- Sir Greg. What the Devil, have you brought my 
own Man to laugh in my Face too Sir, ſince ſhe 
is not the ſame, I muſt tell you, I'll have another, if there 
were but another Lady in Europe : You'll find, Sir, that 
J won't be married in Blind- man's-Buff. 

Cun. Why, twas your own agreement, Sir - 
And if you hnew the Care I have taken of you, you'd 


down of your Knees and thank your Stars it was no 


worſe. 

Sir Gans A Fire of my Stars, I did not care if my 
Stars were all of a light blaze. I am ſure I may thank 
you that tis as bad as it is. 

Cun. Are not you aſham'd! Your very [ohumanity has 
drawn Tears from the Lady. 

Mir. Ah me! Is this the Promiſe of my Hopes ? 


Why was I flatter'd with imaginary Joy? Muft I ſuf- 


fer for another's Fault? Is Pride, Preverſeneſs, and ill 
Uſage then the only way to conquer Men's Aﬀections ? 
If Tears, Submiſſion, Gentleneſs, and Obedience have 
no Charms, my Merit's poor indeed, and I deſerve the 
Slights that I foreſee muſt fall on me. 

Sir Greg. Why, Faith, upon ſecond Thoughts, this 
is ſomething civiller than Rogue and Raſcal, 

Cun. Ods- precious! Madam, dry your Eyes for 
ſhame! I have no longer Patience to ſee ſuch Youth, 
Beauty, and ſuch Virtue thrown away on one that 
never can deſerve em —Go, Sir, return again 
to her that knows you better ; that gives you Language 
fitter for you; that means to treat you to your Merit; 
to abuſe, to baffle and diſgrace you: Fool, Slave, Na.. 
cal, Mcnfer, is the Converſe you delight it: We ſell 
no ſuch Wire; if you look here for Blows, and full- 
mouth'd Curſes, you are deceiv'd ; pray, ſeek — 

M here 
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where Meekneſs, Obedience, Virtue, are che 
Goods we Teal! in. 

Sim. And, pray, Sir, has not your Wiſdom yet diſ- 
cover'd the Party, for whoſe ſake the other Lady ſo 
horribly abus'd you? ha, ha 

Sir Greg. Why, you little ſorry Son of a- — 
Hark-ye, Cunningham, do but make half as much a ool 
of that whole Zackarrapes, for laughing at me, and let 
things go as they mn s my Hand, Pl for- 
give thee all ver.. | [ Jade. 

Cun. O fie ! Sir, your Mind can 't be fo ſoon alter'd, 
You'll like no Woman that Won't fling a Slipper in your 
Face; break your Head with a Fan- handle, or bore 
your Noſe with a Silver Bodkin. 

Mir. Theſe Qualities you'll never find in me: But 
in a fond obedient Wife, the readieſt and the humbleſt 
ver 

Death! but he ſhall not, Madam; let his groſs 
1 feel the loſs of ou I've a Thought 


will do; I'll diſannul the Contract yet, and fee ou 


better married. 

Sir Greg. 'Slife ! but you ſhall not; Sir; [T, aking he 
Hand from him.] ſhe's mine, and I am hers; and 
as long as we are one another's, according to Law, let 
me ſee the Man that dares divide us, If you are my 
Friend, Sir, prove it; and don't pretend to do me a good 
Turn, and then hit me o' the teeth with it. I am ſure, 
conſidering how damnable ill I ſucceeded with the t 'other, 
— Lady can't blame me for being a little cautious at 


Mir. If it were ouly Caution, Sir, indeed 1 cannot 
blame you. 

a 1 Nay, Sir, get the Lady's Conſens, nd I have 
no ObjeRion — 

Sir Greg, Lady's Conſent i o 1 * gin — 
Look-ye here, Sir [Nies her.] there's my firſt 
Proof of Love to her And now, Madam, to ſtop 
the Mouth of my Friend's Impertinenge-for ever, give 
mea round Smack, as a Proof of vo 178 to mę. 
n UVa ii ol , eee e Fhere's 


- 
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There's ee Sir; are you ſatisfied now, Sir? {6he 


1e. . 
ay, now I own your Wit too hard for mine ; 

— have carried her in fpite of me. | 

Sim. And now, Sir, I hope you'll own there are 
Ladies that may be carry d too in ſpite of other People ; 
ha, ha! 
Sir Greg. Ay. but it muſt be when thou'rt her Coach- 
man then, for if ever thou carrieſt a Lady, without 


Horſes to help thee, I'll be bound to be u Hack- driver 


as long as T live. 
Sim. Sir, there are Perſons, indeed, that are ridicu- 


tous, and very obnoxious to Ladies, and ſuch Fools, in- 
—_ do miſs of 'em 

Can. Nay, no Diſſenſion here, T-befeech you, Gen- 
femen——Mr. Simple, T' do your Bufineſt effeRn- 


ally 

Hin. Sir, Im convinc'd chat my Conduct has de- 
ferv'd it even of the Eady herfelf, 'Sir. 

Cun. Sir Gregtry, hark ye——you MT him 
very ſpeedily 

Sir Greg. Ha, ha! 


Cur, In the mean re, I kavp fl conv you 


Hew and better Revenge apon your'ocher Miſtreſs, 

Sir Greg. How! How! Dear Rogue, my Spleens 
on tip- 1 2 at the very Thoughts on't. 

Can. Why, let your Contract with this Lady be yet 


conceal'd ; and to her Unkle, ftill fapport a Pace of 


Inclination to her, which will make him fo 
eager for the Match, that he'll e'en force her to offer 


'Herfelf to you: then you may burſt into a Laugh in his 


Face, turn upon your Heel to her, and bid her loc 

for a Huſband where there is a Man Fool enough to be 

ſo. Thus you humble her proud Stomaeh ; return ber 

with Contempt. and treble all your late Diſ- 

: 1 — upon her Shame ; 'andHet your Bride, her Rival's 
irtue, triumph o'er her Falfhood aud her Folly. 

Sir Greg. Ha, ha ? und if I don't do it, y I have 
no miofe Spleen than a Cucumber. Falch! und -Pll 
"plague the old Fellow tov, Hor he has us'd me — 

m 
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moſt as ſcurvily as his Niece, Come, Madam, lee} 
to Bed, and ſo to Church as faſt. as ever we can 
drive: 5 f | 
And then, Madam Minx, to her ſorrow ſhall ſee, 
What a Huſband ſhe as loft in miffing of me : 
How my Spleen will be tickled, when ſhe finds that 
. to fiout her, 
J have bobb'd her proud Heart, and am married 
awithout her, | 
[Exit Sir Gregory and Mirabel. 

Cun, Why, how now Friend? What in a Braun 
Study ? 

Sim. Why, really, Sir, I am a little ſurpriz'd I don't 
hear from the Lady yet. 

Cun. O! the good Minute will come before Night, 
my Life on't. 

Sim. Well, Sir, Lovers indeed muſt have Patience. 
I'll e'en take another Turn by the New-Riwer, where, 
if Love were not an Enemy to Laughter, the Thoughts 
of your fooling the Knight wou'd at leaſt be a two 
Hours Entertainment to me : But I think now of bor- 
rowing an Ang!e-Rod to paſs away the Time with; you 
know my walk, Sir, if ſhe ſends, you'll certainly find 
me upon the ſame Bank, juſt by the Eddy, fiſhing for 
Millers thumbs. 24 [ Exit. 

Cun, I'll certainly take care, Sirm—— 

25 Enter Y. Out. 


Hah! Outwit ! Well, how go Squares? 
Y. Out. Bravely, Boy! All's a-foot : The Knight's 
Lady has prevail'd with my Couſin, your Miſtreſs, upon 
an Aſſurance that you will meet her there; and ſhe has 
wheedled the old Governeſs to go with her: And they 
are all now at the Maſquerade, in the next Street; 
upon -which I have alarm'd my Father, that Sir Gre- 
ory is fallen off, for Neglects, and ill Uſage, and that 
e is now violently bent upon a rich Widow, (whom 
the Knight's Lady muſt perſonate) and to complete his 
Revenge, is reſolv'd, unleſs ſuddenly prevented, to 
marry. her immediately: Now this, Sir, will make my 
Father eager, at any Rate, to recover Sir Gregory, 
D 3 whom, 
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whom, by a Mark, and the change of one another's 
Coats, you are to perſonats ; and ſo diſguis'd, you carry 
off your Miſtreſs, and ev'n cheat the old Governeſs to 
aſſiſt you. 

4 Admirable But where's the old Knight, your 
Father ? 

V. Out. I left him in the Street, ſtopping a Coach, 
with the Windows up, upon Suſpicion that Sir Gregory 
was in the Iuſide on't, and ſo took that Opportunity 
to ſtep up, and prepare you ar our next Scene 
Here he comes. 

Cur. I am ready for him. 


Enter Sir Gier. 


Sir OJ. Mr. Cunningham, your Servant: Pray, Sir, 
can you tell me any News of Sir Gregory 7 | 

Cun. No, realiy,” Sir, but what I ſuppoſe your Son 
has told you, that he's certainly gone off. 

Sir O/. But what ſhou'd be the Reaſon, think you? 

Y. Out. Shall I tell it you over again, Sir? I tell 
you he's bewitch'd; my Couſin's ill Uſage, and your 
ſlack Performance of your Promiſe have quite turn'd his 
Brain, and if you don't immediately think of ſome 
Expedient to recover him, with“ full Hopes of his 
marrying your Niece out of Hand, you'll find him 
marry'd to the Widow before to-morrow Morning. 

Sir Ol. Ah! cou'd we but find him, I d ſecure him 
my Niece. 


Y. Out. Aſſure him but of that, Sir, I dare yet un- | 


dertake to recover the Knight; for, to tell you the 
truth, he has invited me to his Wedding, and I am 
this Moment truſted with their very Place of meeting. 
Sir Ol. Nay, then, all's whole again; ; we have 3 
for I have already ſent to my Niece, to prepare herſelf 
to marry him within this Half hour = Come, 
come, we'll call upon Doctor Double- Chin as we go; 
whip up the Ceremony, and tack em together like a 
new-pair of Stockings. 
V. Out. Right, Sir, but one of the Stockings is 
mine: Now ſince en have _ nn for un 
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T ſhall not part with the bother without a valuable Con- 
ſideration. ' 

Sir Ol. What doſt thou mean ? 

V. Out. That my Knight, Sir, is the Fellow to 
your Niece ; and if you fell him her, I'muſt fell you 
him. 

Sir OI. Pſhaw, prithee, why you filly Rogue, doſt 
thou think I won't conſider thee ? 

V. Out. Sir, you need not give yourſelf that trouble; 
I'll confider myſelf; for having nothing but my Wits 
to live by, I am reſolv'd not to ſtarve, by being a 
Fool. 
| Cur. This is no time to haggle with him, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Why the Rogue is in the right, and I will 
encourage him ; I love Ingenuity there, Sirrah, 
there's Subſiſtence for the Vices of a whole F ortnight 
Come, come along, 

V. Oar. I can't ſtir one Step, if theſe two Pieces 
are not immediately made twenty. 

Can. Strike him quickly, Sir, before he raiſes his 
Price. | 

Sir Ol. Raiſes the Devil, who ſhall raiſe the Money? 

Y. Out. Every Word you ſpeak, Sir, is a whole 
Pound out of your way: now muſt have. one and 
twenty. 

Cun. I told you how 'twou'd be, ns 

Sir Ol. Why you impudent Son 16 

V. Out. Another, Sir——twenty two. 

Sir Ol. Um! 

V. Out. Have a care you don't reaſon with me, twill 
undo you. 

Cur. You ſee his Humour, Sir: Faith e'en let him 
have it, tho* you fling it at his Head The thing's 
richly worth an hundred, Sir. [ Hfede. 

Sir Ol. [ Aſide. Why, doſt thou think I don't know 
that? I am biting him all this while There, Sirrah, 
there's your Money: Nay, prithee, don't loſe more 
time to count it. 

V. Out. Always tell Money aſter woo! Father, Sir. 


D 4 Enter 
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Enter a Servant haflily. 


Sir Ol. How now? 3 

Servant. O! Sir, Mrs. Lucinda is no where to be 
found ; we have enquir'd up and down, ſearched high 
and low ; ſhe went out with a ſtrange Lady, Sir, and 
the old Geverne/ſs, and left word with Mrs. Mary, that 
if your Honour enquir'd for her, ſhe beltev'd ſhe ſhou'd 
never come home again. | 

Sir Ol. Undone, undone, all's blown up again. 

V. Out. The Money's right, Sir. 

Cur. This is a Misfortune, indeed Sir. 

Sir Ol. Ah! Son ! Son! now ſhew thy ſelf my Son :. 
Help at this Pinch, and'I'll— 

Y. Oat. Count me out thirty Pieces more, Sir—with- 
out delay take my word too for deferving em, 
for I muſt begin to have ſome regard now to my Credit, 
Sit——Quick, Sir, or I don't bate you a Shilling of 


ſorty. b 

Cun. Faith, Sir, this is downright Extortion, I am 
really aſham'd. I wou'd not give it him. 

Sir OJ. You wou'd not give it him !— Then 
you'd loſe a thouſand Pound, Sir- -T here, there 
tis, bring me but my Nizce; if (it is not right, I'll 
doable the Sum. 

V. Out. Then obſerve, Sir, your Niece is now in 
Maſquerade,- at my Lady Revel's, which is the general 
Rendezvous of all the young Coxcombs in Town: She 
has an Amour afoot there, to my Knowledge, that you 
don't know of, and very probably intends, this Night, to 
make a faſhionable end on't. 

Sir OI. The Devil! 

Y. Oat. Suſpend- your wonder, Sir: You'd recover 
her, wou'd not you ? | 

Sir Ol. O] dear Son, at any Rate, at any Rate. 

F. Out. Then obſerve, Sir, we three, with ſuch 
Help as may be neceſſary, will all enter upon em dif- 
guis'd, (for no body bare-fac'd is admitted) pretending: 
to be a fort of Anti-maſk, and ſo, at a proper Oppor- 
tunity, (which I'll contrive) we may carry her off, 


Ar 
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Sir OI. Won't this Maſking take up too much time 
tho“? 

V. Out. Sir, they never ſtir thence till Morning: 
And for Piſguiſes, I can fit you in a quarter of an 


our. 
Sir 0/. Well, well, is there any thing elſe wanting? 


V. Out. Only the charge of good Muſick, Sir; it 
muſt be good, that we — our Deſign may paſs the leſs 
ſuſpected ; and I can provide you that, Sir, if you'll 
give your Word, before this Gentleman, to pay it. 

Sir Ol. There' s my Hand, coſt what it will; get the 
beft in the Kingdom, Pll pay it all. 

Y. Our. That's all you ſhall pay, upon my Word, 
Sir. 

Civ CAA. And a good round Sum upon my 
Word, Sin. 

Sir Ol. Let's away ; let's away. [ Exeunt. 

Cun. I neither doubt his Friendſhip, or his Wit: 


But come the worſt, if his Attempt's o'erthrown, 
My Reſolution then ſhall ſeixe my own. | 


Enter in Maſquerade Lady Gentry, Niece, Governeſs, 
| and Ladies. 

1 Gen. Come, Ladies, Muſick ſhall give us now 
her airy Welcome; 'twill be the beſt, I fear, this homely 
Habitation can afford. 

Niece.. For me, alas! my Welcome follows me, elſe 
I am ill come hither : you ſtill aſſure me, Madam, Mr. 
Cunningham will be here. 

L. Gen. Madam, as on his Life, depend on't. 

| Niece, Continue till to let the Gowernsſs Believe Sir 
Gregory's the Man we wait for. 

- Gov. I marvel, Lady, the Knight's ſo flow in com- 
ing ! Lovers oth? latter Age were wont to ride with 
Spurs on. 

L. Gen, He'll be here immediately his Muſick's 
come already, Madam He only ſtays to be perfect 
in ſome gallant Device to appear with, that he has been 
beating his Brains about. 

Niece. Ah! poor Man ! he may beat em to pap be- 


fore any thing comes out of 'em. 
| D 5 Gov, 
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Gov. Well, well, you'll agree better one Day. 

Niece. Hardly two, I'm afraid. ads 

- Gov. Marriage will alter you. 

- Niece, J rather believe 1 ſhall alter my _ 
[ 4feae. 

Gov. Nay, nay, I know you are for a Man of Wit, 
forſooth : A Cunningham, I warrant you, one that has 
no more Honeſty than a Horſe-Courſer, and as little 
Conſcience as an Apothecary's Bill: A falſe proteſting 
Wretch. In my heart, our Women are all won, with 
ul Uſage, now-a days. 

L. Gen. Truly, and ſo are the Men too, for ought 1 
ſee. 

Gov. Ay ! in troth, you've hit it, Lady- if True- 
heartedneſs were the thing, Mr. Cunningham might 
have prov'd himſelf an honeſt Man afore now, and ſame 
Folks never the worſe for't. . 

L. Gen. Nay, Men are indeed ſtrange Creatures. 

Gov. Ah ! they are no more what they were 

Niece. Than you can be what I am now, 'Gowerne/e. 

Gov. Well, well, you'll be wiſer one Day. 

Niece. I'd willingly be happy firſt, methinks, 

Gov, Then Sir Gregory's the Mgn muſt make you ſo, 
and ſay I tell vou ſo. 

Nize.. If 1 do but manage him ri ght, 1 Lens he will, 

L. Gen, Hark | 11 bear his tek: Sgt be he. 

[ Floari/h. 


Enter Sir Oliver, V. Outwit, el in Sir Gre- 
gory's Clothes, all moſeed, Sir Threadbare and Prif- 
cian as Muficiens, &c. who take out the Ladies to 
dance. 


So, ſo; our Company's well increas q What ay you tO 
a Dance, Ladies? *X 
Niece. What ſay you, Governſs? 2 
Gov, Nay, nay, not I in troth- my uin 
Days are done. 

Sir Ol. Come, come, Widow, you won't ſpoil good 
Company, ſure! We'll have one Round in honour of 
Sixty three. Ah!] you can foot it Ne if you were but 
well ſtirr'd. | 

8 ; Go 8 
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. Gov, Well, well, a civil Word makes me do any 


thing. 
Sir Ol. That I dare ſwear, by your bringing 0 


Niece, hither, with a Pox to you. LA ldi. 

Cun. I think, Lucinda. * 

Niece. Cunningham | / 

Cun. The ſame ; fear nothing. 

Niece. Why, where's the Danger? 

Cun. Your Unkle's here, 

Niece. You make me tremble. 

+ Cun. Be eaſy, he's drawn into the Plot againſt him- 
elf. 

V. Out. That's your Niece, Sir, Cunningham has ſe- 
cured her already. 

Sir Ol. I ſee't: We have caught her, i'faith, Boy. 

Y. Out. Will you allow me Wit now, Father? 

Sir OJ. Thou haſt earn'd thy Money faithfully, I 
muſt allow it. | 

Y. Out. I hope to give you a better Proof on't yet, 
before Night, Sir. 

Sir Ol. Let me but get over this Plunge, and I'll al- 
low thee any thing. 

V. Out. That I'll engage you ſhall, Sit, before I 
have done with ya. 

Can. At our ſecond Meeting in the Dance, we loa 
our Hands.no more. 5 

Nicce. Are you prepared to join 'em ? 

Cun. The Prieſt ſtays for us: Has the Governtfo hey 
Leſſon ? 

Niece. Yes, yes, ſhe takes you for Sir Gregory, and 
will follow us. 

Gov. Ah ! well ſaid, Sir Knight, flick cloſe to hen 
and recover the Time you've loſt We have ſtaid this 
Hour for you. 

Cun. When you ſee us go off in the Dance, I hope 
you'll go along with us? 

Gov. Will I ! What do you think I came hither for ? 

Sir O. Come, come, ſtrike up, Gentlemen. 
[All dance, at the latter End of which, Cunning- 
ham, Niece, La. Gen. and Governeſs Excunt, 
and the M 2 ceaſes, 
Sir 


84 The Rrvat Foors, 


Sir Or. During on] Heyday ! Heyday ! What is the 
Muſick tir'd before us:? 
Sir Thy, No fure, bote de Company *ave done, you 
fee, and is be gone. 

Sir Ol. Ha! Who! What! Where's my Mice? Son! 
Son ! my Niece ! my Niece / | 

V. Out. Are you mad, Sir, to difcover yourſelf ? 
Did not you ſee Cunningham go off with her ? 

Sir Ol. Diſcover the Devil; don't tell me, Sir, was 
not I to have gone along with him? for ought I know 
here may be a Contrivance Ha! T'gad 1 don't like 


your Looks, I muſt tell you that, Sir— By the 
World T'H go after em. [CGoing, Sir Thr. and Prif. 
flop Bim. 


Sir Thr, Holda, Sir, Diabolo, your moſte paye de 
Mouſique before you fall goe. | 
Sir Ol. Muft! Why how now Scoundrel ! 

Sir Thr, Me no ondraſtanda what you will ſay de 
Scondrel. Me vil hava de Money. | 

Sir Ol. Suppoſe I won't pay you theſe five Hours? 

Sir Thr. Den you fall no be go dis five Hores ? 

Sir Of. Shalln't go, Sir 

Sir 7hr; No, Diabolo, you-no fall goe. 

Sir O. Why, Sirrah, ſuppoſe I have a mind to make 
you” play before me in the Streets? 

Sir Thr, I have maka no Accord to play de Street, 1 
ava agree to play only at de Ballat; if you no ava de 
minde to danca no more, you vil paye de Money, de 
Money will letta you goe. 

Sit OJ. A Pox on him for a ſputterng——a——here, 
Son, lay out; give em Twelve pence a piece, and let's 
be rid of em. 

V. Out. Twelve: pence! that's but a Crown, Sir ! 

Sir Thr. Una Corona! Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir OJ. Yah, yah. Why, what a plague do you 

ub at, Sir? I believe a Crown wou'd make you all 
ugh and dance too in your own Country. 

. Out. Sir, for your own ſake laugh again, and ſay 


fon only meant it as a Jeſt, you'll be expos' d for ever 
* . gir 
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Sir Ol. Expoſe a Rump, Sir; I em not to belaugh'd 
out of my Money. - 

Y. Out. Death ! Sir, they are all Talians. * 

Sir OI. Why, what then, Sir, mayn't an Lalian be 
a Scoundrel, as well as an Exgllbman? 

Y. Out. Lurd! Sir, I wou'd. nat have this heard far 
he Univerſe : Does not the whole Nation adore: 'em, 
ir? Is any Man allowed common Senſe, among the 

better ſort, that is not raviſh'd with their Muſick.? And 
is any thing a more faſhionable Mark of a Gentleman 
than to pay an extravagant Price for't ? 

Sir O7. A Pox of the Faſhion. Sir, they'll get no 
ſuch Marks from me, I can tell ou If any thing 
in Reaſon will ſatisfy em —— let's know what i 
for I'm in haſte. | 

Y. Out. I'll try what I can do with em, Sir. 

Sir OI. [To himfelf.] What cou'd they mean by going 
off without me? Unleſs my Niece diſcover'd my being 
here, and ſo ran away out of fear —— that's the bet 
J can hope of it- if not, I am chous'd, and that 
Rogue, my Son, is at the bottom of it. 

Y. Out. Nay, but Gentlemen, bate us but one ten 
Pound. F 

Sir OJ. How ! Bate ten Pound! why, what the De- 
vil's the whole Sum then ? | 

Y. Out. Why, Sir, they are Five of them, and it 
ſeems they never ſtrike a Note under twenty Guines a 


Man. 

Sir O. Twenty Hang- Dogs! 

V. Out. And, Faith, there's no making em bate a 
Shilling, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Oons! do they know what they ſay, why 
that's a hundred Guineas ? | 

V. Out. How, Sir! A hundred! what at——hah ! 
Five of 'em at twenty—let's ſee um um — four- 
ſcore————Gad'tis a hundred, Sir. But we had not 
time to make a Bargain, with em: Faith, Sir, I ſee no 
Remedy, you paſs'd your Word to pay 'em. i 

Sir 7 r. Diabolo! For vate is all dis, doe nothing ? 
Me vill be no affronta Me vil ava de Money, or you 
{all ava my Life ——taka your Spada. [ Draws, 


1. 
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Y. Out. Have a care, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Hoity, Toity! O your Servant, Gentlemen ! 
What I am to be robb'd then, it ſeems. I beg your 
pardon I took you for Fidlers, but I find by your 
Tools you are Gentlemen of another Trade Very 
good! There's your Money, Sir as fairly robb'd, 
I yield it but to aſk a hundred Pound with five 
Fiddleſticks in your Hands, was an Impudence ten 
times beyond it—Theſe are Thieves, Sirrah High- 
waymen, and I am robb'd. 

Y. Out. Indeed, Muſicians, Sir, and you are only 
bobb'd ; for coſt what-it wou'd, *twas your own Agree- 
ment to pay em. 

Sir OJ. Yes, yes, and you have provided 'em with 
admirable Inſtruments, I thank you. 

V. Out. Sir, the Gentlemen are taking their leaves. 

Sir Ol. O your Servant! your Servant, Gentlemen 
You are damnably well bred, I muſt confeſs —— 
bat tis no matter, ſomebody ſhall pay for't, let me but 
recover my Nzece, and Sir G, gory ſhall find it all in his 
Bill, faith, 


Enter Governeſs 


Gov, Oh! Sir O/zver, undone, eandone. 

Sir Ol. So! ſhe's robb'd too, I hope. | 

Go. Q! Sir, my Heart-Strings are broke- : 
J have ſcarce Life left to tell you the Misfortune. 

Sir OJ. Misfortune! Why what the Devil's the mat- 
ter with thee, thou haſt not been raviſh'd, haſt thou? 

Gov. Ah! Sir, wou'd that were the wor on' t! Your 
Nrece ! your Niece ! Sir. 

Sir OI. What! broke her Leg? 

Go. O worſe, worſe! ſhe has broke all Bonds of 
Obedience, and is moſt notoriouſly — 
Sir C]. With Child. 

Gov. Married, Sir. 

Sir OI. The Devil! 

Gov. To that abandon'd fal ſe Diflembler, Canning - 


ham. 


Sir OL. Then wou'd ſhe were with Child But 
vho was the Prieſt? for firſt I'll hang him. 


Gov. 
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Gov. E'en your own Kinſman, Sir, Mr. Credulous 
Daren, that you deſign'd for the Veleh Benefice, 

Sir OJ. Good! I ſav'd him from one Halter, and he 
has helpt my Nzece to another——Haſt thou any more 
all News ? 

Gov. And Sir Gregory is married too. 

Sir Ol. To my Niece too, I hope, and then I may 
hang her. 

. Gov. No, Sir, to my Daughter; ſhe's Lady Goofe 
now,. and that's all I have left to comfort e 
ſee where they come all in a Cluſter —— 


Enter Sir Gregory and Mirabel, cd and Mec 
Young Outwitz Lady Gentry, Sir Threadbare, Prif. 
cian, and Mr. Credulous. 


Sir O. Heyday ! Rebellion in Triumph! ſee what 
your Care's come to now, Mr Politick? Where's your 
Wit at a Pinch now, Sir? | 

V. Out. Here] here in this full Purſe, Sir | 

Sir 0). Very fine] ſo you have been in the bottom 
of all this Roguery againſt me, and I am fairly cheated. 

V. Out. To your Heart's content, Sir, thanks to the 
little Wit your facherly Folly turn'd a grazing. 

Sir OJ. Umph! 

Sir Greg. Wit! ha, ha, ha! why ay thou ever pre- 
tend to it, old Knight ? 

Sir O. Tis time I ſhould give it over indeed, when 
thou aſk'ſt tha: Queſtion. 

Sir Greg. Ha, ha! why you are crabb'd, old Unkle 
that wou'd ha' been. 

Sir OJ. And you are married to a great Fortune, that 
ſhou'd ha' been. 

Sir Greg, Yes, yes, if Rogue, Slave, Raſcal, Kicks, 
Thumps, and Bobs of the Face were to be coined, ſhe 
wou'd have been a deviliſh Fortune indeed; [life, Sir, 
I wou'd not have had her with that flint-hearted Tongue 
of hers, though ſhe were ſtuck all over with Diamonds, 
tho' her Backſide were all beaten Gold, her Eyes to 
drop nothing but Pearls, and the reſt of her Rocks to 
make Wine inſtead of Hoglheads of fair Water, 


Can, 


— 


—— 
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Can. That I dare fwear the won'd not, Sir, if it 


had been only in pure Friendſhip 40 pe, | 
Sir Greg. Nay! faith, I wiſh thou hadft *ſcap'ed her 
too, and e might have been eaten up with the 
Green-ſickneſs : Lock you, Sir, in ſhort, I have made 
this Gentlewoman a y, in ſpite to her, and have 
married her in fpite to you, and will love her in love to 
my ſelf; and to let you all ſee what Honour ſhe has mifs'd 


the being Mother of, before to-morrow Morning, I'll ſo 


fpur up my Knighthood that I'll get her with Squire. 
Niece. Well, Sir Gregory, you have made me fo 
heartily aſham'd of my Folly, chat from henceforth, I 
am reſoly'd here to give my ſelf up to Love, Gentleneſs, 
and reſigned Obedience. | 
Sir Greg, Ay, ay, this is afore your Unkle's Face! 
but for all that, who will have a Plaiſter upon his Fore- 
head afore Morning? | 5 
Y. Out. You ſee, Sir, all's irrecoverable— Nothing 
thrives but what I have a hand in—You had better al- 
Jew me Two Hundred a Year, than fo much a Week. 
Sir Ol. Of I cannot think of parting with any thing 
V. Out. Then I fhall certainly think of nothing but 
your Death, Sir. | 
Sir O7. Peace, I ſay—I'H think again. | 
Sir Greg. Well, Cunningham, now T proclaim thee 
a Man of thy word; for I think I have ſufficiently 
ſpighted my Miſtreſs, and have as heartily ſour'd the 
old Gentleman! Lock how ſhe looks! and now &ff 1 
cou'd but plague my Man Simple a little, the full Joys 
of my Spleen wow'd be compleat. | 
Cur. That you may do immediately, for here he 
comes. | 


Enter Simple, with an Angle-rod. 


You, Madam, muſt join with us. [% Niece. 

Sir Greg. Ha, ba, ha! why how now, Sam! Sam! 
Boy ! What haſt thou been bobbing for Grigs, and in 
the mean time, let thy Miſtreſs flip through thy Fingers 
like an Eel? ha ha A TI, 9909 7 - Ht 
Lim. Gudgeons indeed are eaſier taken; for I hear 

this 
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this Lady, dye obſerve: me, has caught you, Sit—Bur 
really my Buſineſs at preſent is with this Lady. 

Niece. Away, ungrateful Man; 

Can. Hark you, Sir, tis now too late to expoſtulate: 
The Lady, I find, is betray'd as well as you; it ſeems 
ſhe ſent above a dozen times to you, and the falſe Bro- 
ther, that was employ'd between you, as often brought 
word you wou'd be with her in a Quarter of an Hour. 

Sim. Sir, if I have ſeen any living Creature; but a 
few Miller's- Thumbs, fince 1 laſt ſaw yon, I wiſh the 
Angle-Rod might never go through me. 

Cum, What ill Fate was this? Why, Sir, the Lady 
took it ſo to heart, that out of pure ſpite to her ill For- 
tune, ſhe is really married to another. 

Sim. Why then periſh my Heart, Sir, if I don't pity 
her—Yet if ſhe has undone herſelf, ſne may thank her- 
felf for't——TI cou'd do no more than I cou'd' do 
T kept my word, if ſhe wou'd not believe it, twas her 
own Fault, ſhe might have had Patience to have ſpoke 
with a Man tho”. | 

Cun. That was a Fault indeed, Sir. | 

Sim. Nay, extreamly faulty Day and Night the 
might have commanded me, and that ſhe knew well 
enough, I told her ſo between her and I— Madam, fays 
I, when you find your ſelf never ſo little uneaſy at my 
being from you, do but ſend me the leaſt word, I'll 
come and relieve you in an Inſtant ; and becauſe a Fel- 
low has play'd the Raſcal with us, for her to go and 
throw herſelf away upon this, and that, and rother, 
and I can't tell what—?ſhaw ! it was idly done; cou'd 
2 ſhe have come to me herſelf, and have been ſatis- 
hed ? 

Cur, That had done it, Sir. 

Sim. To a hair, Sir—but when People will follow 
their own Fancie 

Cun. Well ſure never Couple ſo narrowly mifs'd of 
one another. | 

Sim. And as it was, Sir, you ſaw I was within one 
of her, I was fare all the while I was between the 
Knight and Home—Poor Creature, it really gives me 
a Concern to ſee her take on ſo, - 

un, 
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un. And yet, I can't hut ſay, Sir her undoing is her 


own doing. 

Sim. But you'll find, Sir, the thing will really reflect 
upon me in the end; I ſha!l hear of it as 1 go along the 
Streets: People won't conſider it was not my Fault 
But will cry, there goes the ill natured Gentleman, upon 
whoſe account the Lady flung herſelf away I ſhall 
certainly be blam'd about this. Fooliſh Woman! 
Beſides, Sir, I am really under a great Diſappointment 
my ſelf; for here have I turn'd my ſelf out of my Place 
upon her account; and now, Sir, inſtead of this, and 
that, and tother, let me periſh, if I know where to eat. 
Mir. Alas, poor Gentleman! Come, Sir, ſhall I 
ſpeak a good word for you ? 

Sim. Really, Madam, my Temper is ſuch, I don't 

know how to refuſe a Lady any thing. 

_ Mir. O, Sir Gregory muſt be Friends with you. 

5 Sir Greg. Well, Sam! what haſt thou to ſay now, 
oy ? 

Sim. Why, really, Sir, I don't well know ; but, me- 
thinks, here I don't know, things have been very oddly 
contriv'd, Sir: but the ſhort of the matter is really this, 
ſince the Party we lately diſputed of ſeems to be other- 
wiſe diſpoſed of, that is to ſay, figce you have miſs'd 
the Lady, and I really have not got her, I think it 
wou'd not be improper if we two ſhou'd take one ano- 
ther again. 

Sir Greg. Well, well, Sam! with all my heart ; z Aa 
Match, Boy. 

Sim. Madam, I thank you And really the thing 
* much eaſier than it was. Pray, Sir, where do you 

e ? 

Y. Out. Nay, Sir, take it your own way For my 
part I ſhall but loſe by this Allowance I have not 
fought out half my Weapons yet, Sir — Beſides, Sir, 
I have a way of fighting inviſible; many a Polt have 
you had within theſe twelve Hours, Sir, without know. 
ing who it came from. 

Sir Ol. How! make that appear, and I'll « ſome- 
thing to thee. 


V. Out. Imprimil, t to let you ſee how profoundly 
* your 
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your Apprehenſion was aſleep, Sir, I fairly ſtrack five 
Pieces out of you for theſe Gentlemen Beggars, of which 

Boantx your, humble gervant was the firit publick Ex- 
ample, and private Sharer. You may remember, Sir, 
when you admir'd our ſpeaking Greek and Syriack, we 
| were then only ſayiug in vile Gibberiſh, that we wou'd 
not ſtir till we had pick d your Pocket. 

Sir Ol. But was that Wit your own, Sir? * 

V. Out. Pſhaw ! a ſlight Preface to the V olames that 
are to follow. 

Sir OI. How! 

Y. Out. What think you of a certain hundred Pieces 
| ar to redeem your Favourite Nephew, from the 

ands of a Conſtable, for being concern'd in a certain 
Robbery ? which was indeed no Robbery, no Conſtable, 
no Thief, nothing real, but Top, Sides, and Bottom, 
a fair Bite all over, Sir. And, laſtly, Sir, this memo- 
rable hundred Founds worth of Muſick, which to crown 
my Triumph, Sir, are very generouſiy return'd to play 
juſt one Dance at my Coufin Cunningham's Wedding. 

Sir O/, Well, Boy, fince thou haſt ſatisfied me I 
have no Fool to my Son, I'll now let the World ſee 
thou haſt a wiſe Man to thy Father Give me the 
Writings Theve's my Hand to it And now 


ſtrike up Miesen — 


Wit ges- be try d before it claims regard, 
V. Out. But fairly prov'd, like mine, Mou d find reward. 
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Fintetbhmas taking Bullock by the Sleeve, ſpeaks. 

Pip. [di Held! Sir Bullock! You muf fay, 
drar Rogue, | 
Aud tack a Rbime or tauo to 1H Epilogue. 4 

Bul, Phot Pax / not 1; befide, your Teſts are mare in 
Pogue. 
Af T don't think youre beff alone, then rack me. 
Pin. Hy, but EA know— Dm better—with an Aſs to back 


Bul. 01 Ss, fon that, youll fadpindead, dear Brother, 
| That's but one Afs's backing of another: 
Now tho" the Jeſt i is. ftale, of Aſs beſtridden, 
I may be new te ſee the Rider ridden. 
| [Trips up his Heels, and beſtrides him.] 
Pin. Odheart ! the Dog will murder me— — 
Bul. — — — — No, 20; 
* only backing of ay Friend, or ſo: 
Now, pray Sirs, tell me, did you ever ſee a Face, 
[Shewing it to the Audience.] 
In every Circumſtance more like an Aſs ? 
And is't not juſt, that I ſhou'd now keep daun, 
The Aſs that has fo often rid the Town ? 


But 


Pin, = 


Bul. 


Pin, 


Bul. 
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' But that thou may e hereafttr grow ſo a¹ 


A What _ —— Pin. ſtruggling.] 


Il gon ven I rife ? 
[Throws Bal. geen * Head, and mounts on him.] 
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—— —Docun, Nague, down : 
Thus a Monarchs re-afcend their Throne. 
So haue I feen, and with as little Rout, 
Britons and French march into Tun and out : 
And thus by. ſudden Turns of good and ill buck, 
Viftorious Pinky flrides the Cumguer d Bullock. 
But now, to let you" fee' your Congurror i Vertur, 
The', Slave, I baue you down] ſcorn to bun your 


. Well, *vell, I iel: Let all this mighty Do, 


Bu proves,” that Fm an Als as'wvell as you, 


. Thus the fole Glory we in Viftors ſee, 


I firſt to make Men Slaves, then ſet em Free. 
Get up you Puppy 
Mell, now let's agree. [Riſes. 
And as you firſt propos d, befriend the Play. 


« That's true Grant, Gollants, but your Smiles to- day, 


And your Petitioners) 22 cer pray: 


. That every Lover i Hh Scenes inclin'd, 


May the Sams Ram. from this Miſtreſs find, 


May all the married Damer fheſerve their Spouſes, 


From Drink, late Hari, and ill reputed Houſes. 
May no ripe Virgin bere, paſt Twenty tarry, 

But the firſt Swain, that woes her, Love, and Marty. 
Widows that flameliſi lie, like unſtirr d Fire, 

Be blown by Younger Brothers to Defire. 

May you, that keep no Convs, that is, won't marry, 


Skim the feveet Cream-bowl: of your Neighbours Dairy. 


Pin, 
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in. May all you, Soldiers, that hade lain in Trenches, 
Good Winter: Quarters find, and ſoft—ſound Wenches. 
. The Beaux ftill make Subſcriptions for the Fair, 
Aud each Preſented Ticket cure Diſpair. | 
Pin. Each fair Nimph's Lowe, that's now abroad in Wars, 
Come laden hon:c, with Hi. — and Her Arrears. | 
Bul. May all the Gameſteri make their Bublbes pay, 
As daily *noint em for their Itch of Play. 
Pin. Each Miſs that pays her only Half Crown duly, 
Be ten-fold reimburs'd it by a Cullys © 
Bul. And may thoſe Cullies, whom their Charms fo urge on, 
Ne'er find Occafion after for a Surgeon, ' 
Pin. So may theſe Wifhes wait on all that ſay, . 
In hearty Claps, they will Support the Play, 
And cram the Houſe, upon the Author's Day. 


